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i REMARKS. 

slight an impression upon an audience, that, when the 
curtain is dropped^ they immediately discourse upon 
the splendour of Imogen's bed-chamber, the becoming 
dress she wore as a boy, and the dexterity with which 
lachimo crept out, and cr^t inio Ins coffer ; without 
bestowing equal observation upon any of those sor- 
rows or joys, which they hanre just seen exhibited. 

Still the impossibility, that half the events in this 
play could ever occur, cannot be the sole cause of 
its weak effbct. Shakspeare's scenes are flequMtly ^ 
such as could not take place ih real life ; and ydi ihii 
sensations which they excite are so fordbte, ifickt tiA'^ 
probability is overpowered bjr the author's art, and 
his auditors are itaade to fefeli (hough they caiiilot b^ 
lieve. 

No such magic preside ovto the play ^t ^* Cytiihi^ 
line,'' as to transfortn reason ihtd itdagination^^tM 
spectator may be t>leased, but dumidt be impassioii^: 
Hie only scene which approaches the pathetic, is that 
where Imogen is infimm^d by Fisatiio of her hus- 
band's command, that she should be murdered ;— aiid 
this is a vengeance to unlike the forgiving temper o^ 
an English courtier, upon similar occasions, that it 
s^pears as if th& air of IMy had, as she inidpects, in- 
fected the loving PodthuiiiUs with that natioh's pre- 
dominant crimes, and no one heart is deeply aflfected 
by so extraordinary an occurrence. 
^ The young mountaineers, ihb brothers of Imogi^n, 
are pleasing figureis, Among the large group of per- 
sonages here collected ; but still their foreH dressesf^ 
more than their business in the scene, amuse the spec* 
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tator. Or, if he be moved by any concern about 
theiBy it is with hatred, at the inhuman boasting of 
Goideriuty that he has — ** cut off one Cloten*^ head, 
son to the queen, and sent it down the river, to tell 
his mother," &c. Whoever Cloten was, or whatever 
ill he might threaten, yet, for the author to make 
this youthiiil forester lay his foolish enemy dead at 
his feet, and then be facetious over the horrid act, 
was sinking him beneath the common bravo, who is 
ever ppurtrayed grim and gloomy, as the good sign 
that he is still a man, and has a conscience capable 
of remorse. 

Johnson concludes his commentaries on the tragedy 
of ** Cjrn^line" (in which he bestows little praise^ 
except on the soliloquy of Posthumus, when he sup- 
poses Imogen has been put to death) with this gene- 
ral criticism. 

^ This play has many just sentimentSi some natural 
dialogues, and some pleasing scenes ; but tbey are ob- 
tained at the expence of much incongruity. To re* 
mark the folly of the fiction, the absurdity of the 
conduct, the confusion of the names, and manners of 
different times, and the impossibility of the events, in 
any Sjrstem of life, were to waste criticism upon un- 
resisting imbecillity, upon faults too evident for de- 
tection, and too gross for aggravation." 

How would a modern author writhe under a criti- 
que that should accuse his drama, of only one half of 
these failings ! — Yet " Cymbeline" survives this just 
attack— and will live admired, and esteemed, to tho 
end of time. 

a2 
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ACT THE FIRST. 

SCBNB I. 

Briiain. 
The Garden tf Cymbelinb's Palace. 

Enter Pisavio and Madak. 

PisaniO' You do not meet a maD, but frowns : out 
bloods 
No more obey the hieavensi than our courtien ; 
Still seem, as does the kinj^s. 

Mad. But what's the matter i 

Pisanio. Are you so fresh a stranger, to ask that i 
His daughter, and the heir of his kingdom, whom 
, He purposed to his wife'« sole son fa widow, 
That late he married,) hath referrea herself 
Unto a poor, but worthy gentleman : She's wedded ; 
Her husband banish'd — she imprison^ : all 
Is outward sorrow; though, I think; the king 
Be touch'd at very heart. 

Mad, None but the king i 

Pmnio* Not a courtier. 
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Although they wear their faces to the bent 
Of the king's looks, hath a heart that is not 
Glad at the thing they scowl at. 

Mad, And why so ? 

Pisanio, He, that hath noiss'd the princess, is a thing 
Top bad for bad report ; and he^ that hath her 
( I mean, that married her, alack, good man ! 
And therefore banish'd,) is a creature, such 
As, to seek through the regions of the earth 
For one his like, there womd be something failing 
In him, that should compare. 

Mad. His name apd birUi ? 

Pisanio. His father 
Was called Sicilius, who did join his honour 
Against the Romans, with Cassibelan ; 
So gain'd the sur-addition, Leonatus : 
He had, besides this gentleman in question. 
Two other sons, who, in the wars o' the time, 
Died with their swords in hand ; f6r which, their fa- 
ther. 
Then old and fond of issue, took such sorrow. 
That he quit being ; and his gentle lady. 
Big of this gentleman, our theme, deceased 
As he was bom. The king, he takes the babe 
' To his protection ; calls him Posthumus ; 
Breeds him, and makes him of his bed-chamber : 
Puts to him all the learnings, that his time 
Could make him the receiver of! which he took. 
As we do air, fast as 'twas minister'd ; and 
In his spring became a harvest : Lived in court. 
Which rare it is to do, most praised, most loved ; 
A sample to the youngest ; to the more mature, 
A ^lass that feasted them ; and to the graver, 
A child that guided dotards. 

Mad, I honour him 
Even out of your report. But, 'pray you, tell me, 
Is she sole child to the king i 
Pisanio. His only child. 
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He had two sons (if this be worth your hearu^, 
Mark it ;) the eldest of them, at thi-e^ years old, 
V the swathing clothes, Uie other frohi their nnrsery, 
Were stolen ; and, to tbos hoar, no guess in knowledge 
Which way they went. 

Ma(L Ilow long is this ago i 

PUanio. Some twenty years. 

Mad* That a king's children should be so oon- 
vey*d! 
So slackly guarded ! And the search so slow. 
That could hot trace them ! 

Pisanio* Howsoe-er 'tis strange. 
Or that the negligence may well be laugh'd at, 
Tet is it true, sir# 

We must forbear : Here ooari^i the gentleman. 
The queen, and princess. [Exit Madan* 

Enter the QiuEEH, IiiooBir, dnd Postrumus. 

Qjueen. Ko, be assured, you shall not find tne, 
daughter. 
After the slander of most step-mothers, 
£vil«eyed unto you: you are my prisoner, but 
Tour gaoler shall deliver you the Iteys, 
That lock up your restraint. For you, Posthumus, 
So soon as I can win the ofended King, 
I will be known your advocate : marry, yet 
The fire of rage is in him : and 'twere good 
You lean'd unto his sentence, with what patience 
Your wisdom may inform you. 

Post. 'Please your highness, 
I will fi-om hence to-day. 

Queen. You know the peril :— 
I'll fetch a turn about the garden, pitying 
The pangs of barr'd afiections ; though the king 
Hath charged you should not speak together. [Exit. 

Imog, O, 
Dissembling courtesy ! How fine this tyrant 
Can tickle where she wounds ! My dearest husband, 
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You must begone ; ^ 
And I shall here abide the hourly shot 
Of angry eyes; not comforted to live. 
But that there is this jewel in the world. 
That I m^ see again. 

Pott, my queen ! my mistress ! 
Of lady, weep no more ; lest I give cause 
To be suspected of more tenderness, 
Than doth become a man ! I will remain 
The lojral'st husband that did e*er plight troth. 
My residence in Rome, at one Philario's ; 
Who, to my father was a friend, to me 
Known but by letter :, thither write, my queen, 
And with mine eyes I'll drink the words you send . 
Though ink be oiade of gall. 

EfUer Queen. 

Queen. Be brief, I pray you; 
If the king come, I shall incur I know not 
How much of his displeasure : — Yet, 111 move him 

To walk this way : I never do him wrong, 

But he does buy my injuries, to be friends ; 

Pays dear for my offences, [Eaitf 

Post. Should we be taking leave 
As long a term, as yet we have to live, 
The loathn^ss to depart would grow : Adieu ! 

Imog. Nay, stay a little .: 
"Were you but ridmg forth to air yourself, 
Such parting were too petty. Look here, love; 
This diamond was my mother's :— take it, heart ; 
But keep it till you woo another wife. 
When Imogen is dead. 

Post. How 1 — ^how ! another ? 
Vou gentle gods, give me but this I have. 
And sear up my embracements from a next, 
With bonds of death !-r-£emain, remain thou here, 

IPutting on the Ring* 
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While sense can keep it on ! And sweetest, &irest| 
As I my poor self did exchange for you, 
To your so infinite loss ; so, in our trifle^ 
I still win of you : For my sake, wear this ; 
It is a manacle of love ; I'll place it 

iPutting a Bracelet on her Arm. 
Upon this fairest prisoner. 

Imog, O, the gods ! — 
When shall we see again i 

Enter Ctmbklin£, Madav, and Loc&iks. 

Poti. Alack, the king ! 

C^. Thou basest thing ! avoid — hence, from my 
sight ! 
If, after this command, thou fraught the court 
With thy unworthiness, thou di^t : Away ! 
Thou artpoison to my blood ! 

Pott, llie gods protect you! 
And bless the good remainders of the court! — 
I am gone. [Exit* 

Imog. There cannot be a pinch in death 
More sharp than this is. — 
Rsanio, go, and see your lord on board. 

{Exit PiSANIO. 

Cym. O, disloyal thing. 
That should'st repair my youth ! thou heapest many 
A year's age on me. 

Imog. I beseech you, sir. 
Harm not yourself with your vexation ! I 
Am senseless of your wrath ; a touch more rare 
Subdues all pangs, all tears. 

Cynu That might'st have had the sole son of my 
^ queen! 

Im(^. O bless'd, that' I might not ! 

Cym. Thou took'st a beggar ; would'st have made 
my throne 
A seat for baseness. 
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Imqg. No ; I rather added 
A lustre to it. 

C^. O thou vile one i 

Imog, Sit, 
It 18 your fault, that I have loyed Posthumi^ : 
You bred him as ipy play-fellow: and he is 
A man» worth any woman ; overbuys me. 
Almost the sum he pays* 

Ci/m, What, art thou mad ? 

Imog. Almost, sir : Heaven restore me !— >^Would 
I were v 
A neatherd's daughter, and my Leonatos 
Our neighbour shepherd's son ! 

Enter Queev; 

Cym* Thou foolish thing ! 
They were again together : you have done 
Not afler our command. Away with hj9r» 
And pen her up. 

Queen* 'Sesie^ch your patience :«— Peace^ 
Pear lady daughter, peace ; — Sweet sovereign, 
Leave us to oi^^ejves ; fm4 on/ikB yourself some com* 

fort 
Out of your be^ advice. 

Cyifi. Nay, let hier languish 
A drop of blood a-day ; and, being i^d, 
DiQ of tbisfplly. 

[Exeunt Cymbeline, Locbinjs, and MiUOAK. 

Queen. Fie ! you must giv;e way* 

Enter Pisanio. 

Here is your servant. 

Your £^tl]iful 4erv^ : I dare l^y xmne honour. 

He will remain so. [Exit. 

Pisanio. I humbly thaok your highness. 

Imqg. W^l? giPod Pisanio, 
Thou saw'st thy lord on boxdfrrr^Sffh9i was the last 
That he spake to thee i 
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Pisanio. 'Twas ** His queen, his queen I'' 

Imog, Then waved his handkerchief ? 

Fisanio. And kiss'd it, madam. 

Imog. Senseless linen ! happier therein than l! 
And tmit was all ? 

FUttnio. No, madam ; for so long 
As he could inake me with this eye. 
Distinguish him from others, be aid keep 
The deck, with glove, or hat, or handkerchief^ 
Still waving, as uie fits and stirs of his mind 
Could best express how slow his soul sail'd on,— 
How swift his dup. 

Im<^, Thou should'st have made him 
As little as a crow, or less, ere lefi 
To after-eye him. 

Puanio. Madam, so I did. 

Imog. I would have broke mine eye-strings, crack'd 
them, but 
To look UDon him; till the diminution 
Of ^aee^ had pointed him sharp as my needle ; 
Nay, followed him, till he had melted from 
The smallnesB of a gnat to air ; and then 
Bave tum'd mine eye and wept. — But, good Pisanio, 
When shall we hear from him ? 

Puamo. Be assured, madam, 
With his next vantage. 

Inu^* I did not tdce my leave of him, but had 
Most pretty things to say : ere I could tell him. 
How i would think on him, at certain hours. 
Such thoughts, and such ; or I could make him swear 
The shes of Italy should not betray 
Mine interest, and his honour ; or have charged him, 
At the sixtii hour of morn, at noon, at midnight^ 
To encounter me with orisons, for then 
I am in heaven for him ; or, ere I could 
Give him that parting kiss, which I had set 
Betwixt two charming words, comes in my father, 
And, like the tyrannous breathing of the north, 
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Enter Queen, meeting Cornelius. 

Queen. Now, master doctor; have you brought 
those drugs ? 

Corn, Pleaseth your highness, ay : 

[Gives the Queen a Phial. 
But I beseech your grace, without offence. 
My conscience bids me ask, wherefore you have 
Commanded of me these most poisonous compounds i 

Queen. I do wonder, doctor. 
Thou ask'st me such a question : Have I not been 
Thy pupil long ? 
I will try the forces 
Of these thy compounds, 
And apply 

Allayments to their act ; and by them gather 
Their several virtues and effects. 
[Aside.] Here comes a flattering rascal ; upon him 
Will I first work ; he's for his master, 
And enemy to my son.— - 

Enter Pisanio. 

How now, Pisanio ? Hark thee, a word.— - 
Doctor, your service for this time is ended. 
Corn. [Aside.] I do suspect yoU; madam ; 
But you shall do no harm. 
, I know her spirit. 

And will not trust one of her malice with 
A drug of such damned nature : Those, she has» 
Will stupify, and dull the sense a while ; 
But there is 

No danger in what show of death it makes, 
More than the locking up the spirits a time. 
To be more fresh, reviving. She is fool'd 
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With a most &l8e effect ; and I the truer, 
So to be &lse with her. £Exit. 

Queen. Weeps she still, saj'st thou? Dost thou 
think, in time 
She will not quench ; and let instructions enter 
Where folly now possesses ? Do thou work : 
When thou shalt bring me word, she loves my son, 
in tell thee, on the instant, thou art then 
As great as is thy master : greater ; for 
His fortunes all ue speechless, and his name 
Is at last gasp f. 
What shalt thou expect. 
To be depender on a thing that leans ? 
Who cannot be new built ? nor has no friends^ 
So much as but to prop him ? 

[The Queen drops the Phial; Fisanio takes 
it up. 
Thou tak'st up 

Thou know'st not what; but take it for thy labour : 
It is a thing I made\ which hath the king 
Five times redeem'd fi'om death ; I do not know 
What is more cordial : — Nay, I pr'ythee take it ; 
It is an earnest of a further good 
I mean to thee. Tell thy mistress how 
The case stands with her ; do't as from thyself. 
I'll move the king 
To any shape of thy preferment, such 

As thou'lt desire ; and then myself, I chiefly, 

That set thee on this desert, am bound 

To load thy merit richly. 

Think on my words. — 

[Aside.] I have given him that. 

Which, if he take, shall quite unpeople her 

Of leigers for her sweet ; and which she, after. 

Except she bend her humour, shall be assured 

To taste of too. — 

Fare thee well, Pisanio ; 

Think on my words. [Exit. 
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Pisanio* And shall do ; 
Bttt when to my good lord I prove untruci 
111 chote myself: there's all Pll do fbr you. 
By this he is at Rome, and good PhilariO) 
With open arms, and grateral heart, receives 
His friend's reflected image in his son, 
Old Leonatus in young Posthumus : 
Sweet Imojzen, what thou etidur'st the while. 
Betwixt a father by thy step-dame govem'd; 
A mother hourly coininff plots ; a wooer. 
More hateful than the roul expulsion is 
Of thy dear husband-— —Heaven keep unshaken 
That temple, thy fair mind, that them may'st stand 
T' enjoy thy banteh^d lord, and thi^ great land ! 

[Exit. 



SCENB II. 



Rofnc- 



An Jparhnent in Philario's House* 

Philario, toUh a L^ter, Iachimo, and Lewis, 

discovered. 

lacK Believe it, sir : I have seen him in Britain : 
he was then of a crescent note ; expected to prove se 
worthy, as since he hath been allowed the name of: 
but I could then have looked on him without the help 
of admiration ; though the catalogue of his endow- 
ments had been tabled by his side, and I to peruse 
him by items. 

PhiL You speak of him when he was less furnished 
than now he is. 

^eaois. I have seen him in France ; we had very 
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many there> could behold the sun with as fijrm eyes 
as he. ' 

lack. This matter of marry ins his king's daughter, 
(wherein he must be weighed ratlie^ by her value than 
his own,) words him, I doubt not, a great deal from 
the matter. 

Lewis, And then his banishment,—- 

lack. Ay, and the approbation tff those, that weep 
this lamentable divorce, under her colours, are won- 
derfully to extend him ; be it but to fortify her judg- 
ment, which else an easy battery might lay flat, for 
taking a beggar without more quality. But how 
comes it, he is to sojourn with you \ How creeps ac- 
quaintance? 

PhiL His father and I were soldiers together; to 
whom I have been often bound for no less than my 
life. — Here comes the Briton : let him be so enter- 
tained amongst you, as suits, with gentlemen of your 
knowing, to a stranger of his quality. 

Enter Posthumus. 

— I beseech you all, be better known to this gentle- 
man ; whom I commend to you, as a noble friend of 
mine : how worthy he is, I will leave to appear here- 
after, rather than story him in his own hearing. 

Lewis. Sir, we have known together in Orleans. 

PosU Since when I have been debtor to you for 
courtesies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay 
still. 

I^teis. Sir, you o'er*rate my poor kindness : I was 
glad I did atone my countryman and you ; it had 
been pity, you should have been put together with 
so mortal a purpose, as then eacn bore, upon im- 
portance of so slight and trivial a nature. 

Post. By your pardon, sir, — I was then a young 
traveller; but, upon my mended judgment, (iflof- 

B 2 
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fend not to say it is mended,) my quarrel was not 
altogether slight 

Lewis. 'Faith, yes, to be put to the arbitrement of 
swords. 

la^. Can we, with manners, ask what was the dif* 
ference? 

Lewis. Safely, I think ; 'twas a contention in pub- 
lic, which may, without oontiadiction, suffer the re- 
witi. It was much like an argument that fell out 
last night, where each of us feU in praise of our 
country mistresses: this gentleman at that time 
vouching, (and upon warrant of bloody affiimatioo,) 
his to be more fair, virtuous, wise* chaste, constant* 
qualified, and less attemptible^ thui any the rarest of 
Qur ladies in France. 

lack. That lady is not now living ; or thb gentle- 
nian's opitiion, by this, worn out. 

Post. She holds her virtue stiU, and I my mind. 

lach. You must not so far prefer her 'fore ours of 
Italy. 

Post, Being so iar provoked as I was in France, I 
would abate her nothing; though I profess myself 
fa^r adorer, not her friend. 

lack. As fair» and as good, (a kind of hand-in*hand 
comparison,) had been something too fair, and too 
good, for any lady in Britany. If she went before 
others I have seen, as thftt diamond of yours out* 
lustres many I have beheld, 1 could not but believe 
she excelled many; but I have not seen the most 
precious diamond that is, nor you the lady. 

PbsT. I praised her as i rated her : so do I my 
stone. 

lack. What do you esteem it at ? 

Post. More than tlie worid enjoys. 

lack. Either your unparagoned mistress is dead, 
or she's outprized bv a trifle. 

Post. You are mistaken ; the one may be sold^ or 

11 
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given ; if there were wealth enough for the purchase, 
or merit for the gift : the other is not a thing for sale, 
and only the gift of the gods. 

loch. Which the gods have given you* 

Post. Whidi, hy their graces, I will keep. 

lach. Ton may wear her in title yours : but, you 
know, strange fowl light upon neighbouring ponds. 
Tour ring may be stolen too : so, of your brace of 
unprizeafole estimations, the one is but frail, and the 
other casual ; a cunning thief, or %that-way-accom- 
plidied courtier, would hazard the winning both of 
first and last. 

Post. Your Italy contains none so accomplished a 
courtier, to convince the honour of my mistress ; if, 
in the holding or loss of that, you term her firail. I 
do nothing doubt, you have store of thieves ; notwith- 
standing, I fear not my ring. 

PhiL Let us leave here, gentlemen* . . 

Post. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy sig- 
nior, I thank him, makes no stranger of me ; we are 
familiar at first. 

lack. With five times so much conversation, I 
should get ground of your fair mistress : make her go 
back, even to the yielding ; had I admittance, and 
opportunity to friend. 

Post. No, no. 

laclu I dare, thereupon, pawn the moiety of my 
estate to yout ring ; which, in my opinion, o'ervalues 
it somethmg: but I make my wager rather against 
your confidence than her reputation; and, to bar 
your ofience herein too, I durst attempt it against 
any lady in the world. 

Post. You are a great deal abused in too bold a 
persuasion ; and I doubt not you sustain what you're 
worthy of, by your attempt. 

lack. What's that ? 

Post. A repulse : though your attempt, as you call 
it, deserves more ; a punishment too. 



20 CYMBELINE. [ACT X« 

Phil. Gentlemen, enough of this : it came in too 
suddenly ; let it die as it was born, and, I pray you, 
be better acquainted. 

lack. 'Would I had but my estate, and my neigh- 
bour's, upon the approbation of what I have spoke ! 

Post. What lady would you chuse to assail i 

lack. Yours ; whom in constancy, you think, stands 
so safe. I will lay you ten thousand ducats to your 
ring, that, commend me to the court where your 
lady is, with no more advantage than the opportu- 
nity of a second conference, and I will bring from 
thence that honour of hers, which you imagine so 
reserved. . 

Post, I will wage against your gold, gold to it: 
my ring I hold dear as my finger ; 'tis part of it. 

lach. You are a friend, and therein the wiser. If 
you buy ladies' flesh at a million a dram, you cannot 
preserve it from tainting : but, I see, you have some 
religion in you, that you fear. 

Post. This is but a custom in your tongue ; you 
bear a graver purpose, 1 hope. 

lack, I am the master of my speeches ; and would 
undergo what's spoken, I swear. 

Post. Will you I' — Let there be covenants drawn 
between us: my mistress exceeds in goodness the 
hugeness of your unworthy thinking ; 1 dare you to 
this match ; here's my ring. 

Phil. I will have it no lay. 

Inch. By the gods, it is one : — If I bring you no 
suffipient testimony that I have enjoyed the dearest 
bodily part of your mistress, my ten thousand ducats 
are yours; — ^provided, I have your commendation 
for my more free entertainment. 

Post. I embrace these conditions ; let us have ar- 
ticles betwixt us : — Only, thus far you shall answer. 
If you make your voyage upon her, and give me di- 
rectly, to understand you have* prevailed, I am no 
farther your enemy, she is not worth our debate : if 
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the renain onseduoed, (you not making it appear 
otherwise^) for your ill opiniony and the attault you 
have made to her chastity, you shall answer me with 
your sword. 

Jarf. Your hand : a covenant : we will have these 
things set down by lawful counsel, and straight away 
for l^ritain ; lest the bargain should catch cold, and 
starve: I will fetch my gold^ and have our t#o 
wagers recorded* 

fW. Agreed. [Exeunt. 



ACT THE SECOND. 



SCENJE I. 



Britain^ 



Imogen's ApartmenU 

Enter Imogen. 

Imog. A father cruel, and a step-dame false; 
A foolish suitor to a wedded lady, 
That hath her husband banished ;— O, that husband ! 
My supreme crown of grief! and those repeated 
Vexations of it ! Had I been thief-stolen, 
As my two brothers, happy ! but most miserable 
h the desire that's glorious : Blessed be those, 
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How mean soe'er, that have their honest wills. 
Which seasons comfort. — Who may this bei Fie I 

Enter Pisanio and Iachimo. 

Pisanio. Madam, a noble gentleman of Rome;» 
Comes from my lord with letters. 

loch* Change you, madam ? 
Tke worthy Leonatus is in safety^ 
And greets your highness dearly. 

[Kneels^ and presents a Letter* 

Imog. Thanks, good sir ^ 
You are kindly welcome. 

lack. All of her, that is out of door, most rich I 
If she be furnished with a mind so rare. 
She is alone the Arabian bird ; and I 
Have lost the wager. Boldness be my friend ! 
Arm me, audacity, from head to foot ! 

Imog. [Reads.] He is one of the noblest note, 

to whose kindnesses I am most infinitely tied* Reflect 
upon him accordingly^ as you vatueyour trust, 

Leonatus. 
So far I read aloud : 
But even the very middle of my heart 
Is warm'd by the rest, and takes it thankfully.-^ 
You are as welcome, worthy sir, as I 
Have words to bid you ; and shall find it so. 
In all that I can do. 

lach. Thanks, fairest lady -— 
What ! are men mad ? Hath nature given them eyes 
To see this vaulted arch, and the rich crop 
Of sea and land, which can distinguish 'twixt 
The fiery orbs above, and the twinn'd stones 
Upon the number'd beach ? and can we not 
Partition make 
'Twixt fair and foul ? 

Imoir, What makes your admiration ? 

lacL It cannot be i'the eye ; for apes and monkeys, 
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'Twixt two such shes, would chatter this way^ and 
Contemn with mows the other. 

Itnog. What is the matter, trow ? 

lack. The cloyed will. 
That satiate, yet unsatisfy'd, desire, 
Ravening first 
The lamb, longs after for the garbage. 

Itnog* What, dear sir. 
Thus rapsyou ? Are you well ? 

ladi. Thanks, madam ; well : — 'Beseech you, sir, 
Desire my man's abode where I did leave him : 
He's strange, and peevish. 

PUanio. I was going, sir, i 

To give him welcome. [Exih 

Imog* Continues well my lord ? His health, 'be- 
seech you? 

lack* Well, madam. >i^ 

Jiftog^. Is he disposed to mirth ? I hope he is. - 

lachi Exceeding pleasant; none a stranger there 
So merry and so gamesome : he is call'd 
The Briton reveller. 

Jmog, When he was here. 
He did inclme to sadness; and oft times 
Not knowing why. 

lack. I never saw him sad. 
There is a Frenchman, his companion. 
That, it seems, much loves 
A Gallian girl at homie : he furnaces 
The thick sighs from him ; whiles the jolly Briton 
(Your lord, I mean) laughs from's free lungs, 

cries, ** O ! 
Can my sides hold, to think, that roan, — ^who knows 
By history, report, or his own proof. 
What woman is, yea,, what she cannot chuse 
But must be, — will his free hours languish for 
Assured bondage V 

Imog, Will my lord say so ? 
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laclu Ay, inadain; with his eyes in flood with 
laughter. 
It is a recreation to be by« 
And hear him mock the FreDdiman : But, HeaTeni 

know. 
Some men are much to blame. 

Imog. Not he^ I hope. 

lacn. Not he : But yet Heaven's botiuity toirardg 
him might 
Be used more thankfully. In himself , 'tis lauoh ; 
In you> — which I account his, beyond ail tid^t^-** 
Whilst I am bound to wonder^ I am bound 
To pity too. 

Imog. What do you pity, sir ? 

lacn. Two creatures, heartily. 

Imog* Am I one, sir ? 
You look on me, — What wreck discern you in one 
Deserves your pity f 

Iach» Lamentable I What! 
To hide me from the r9diant sun, and solace 
P the dungeon by a snuff? 

Imog. I pray you, sir. 
Deliver witn more openness your answers 
To my demands. Why do you pity me ? 

lack. That others do^ 
I was about to say, enjoy your— -—But 
It is an office of the gods to venge it, 
'Sot mine to speak on't. 

Imog^ You do seem to know 
{Something of me, or what concerns me ; Tray yon,*?-* 
(Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more 
Than to be sure they do,)-^- 

Discover to me ■ y 

What both you spur and stop. 

lack. Hi»d I this cheek. 
To bathe my lips upon; this hand, whose toudb. 
Whose every touch, would force the feelePs soul 
To the oath of loyalty : this object, which 
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Takes prisoner the wild motion of mine eye. 

Fixing it onl^ here : should I (damnM then) 

Sisver with hps as common as the stairs 

Tbaft mount the Capttol ; join gripes with hands 

lAade hard with hourly fiJsehood, as with labour ? 

It were fit. 

That aU the plagues of hell should at one time 

Bnoounter such revolt. 

Imog. My lord, 1 fear, 
Hat mgd Britain. 

lack. And himsd^ Not-I, 
Inclined to this intelligence, pronounce 
The beggary of his change ; but 'tis your graces 
That, from my mutest conscience, to my tongue. 
Charms this report out. 

Imog. Let me hear no more. 

lachi A lady 
So 6iir, and fiiiten*d to an empery. 
Would make the greatest king double ! to be part- 

ner'd 
With tomboys, hired with that self-exhibition, 
Which your own coffers yield! 
Be revenged; 

Or she» thai bore you, was no queen, and you 
Recoil from your sreat stock. 

Imog, Revenged! 
How &ould I l>e revenged ? If this be true«-w 
As I have sudi a heart, that both mine ears 
Must not in haste abuse, — if it be true, 
How sliould I be revenged ? 

lacfu Should he make me 
live like Diana's priest, betwixt cold sheets ; 
Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps. 
Id your despite ? Revenge it. 
I dedicate myself to your sweet pleasure ; 
More noble than that runagate to your bed. 
And will continue fast to your affection. 
Still dose, as sure. 

c 
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Imog, What ho, Pisanio ! . ■ 

lack* Let me my service tender on your h'ps. 

Imog* Away ! — I do condemn mine ear^, that hi 
So long attended thee.— -If thou wert honourablci 
Thou would'st have told this tale for virtue, not 
For such an end thou seek'st ; as base as strange. 
Thou wrongest a gentleman, who is as far 
From thy report, as thou from honour ; and 
Solicit'st here a lady, that disdains 
Thee and the devil alike : — What ho, Pisanio !— • 
The king my father shall be made acquc^nted 
Of thy assault: if he shall think it fit, 
A saucy stranger, in his court, to mart 
As in a Romish stew, 
He hath a court 

He little cares for, and a daughter whom 
He not respects at all What ho, Pisanio ! 

lack. O happy Leonatus ! I may say ; 
The credit that thy lady hath of thee. 
Deserves thy trust; and thy most perfect goodne 
Her assured credit {--Blessed live you long ! 
A lady to the worthiest sir, that ever 
Country cali'd his ! and you, his mistress, only 
For the most worthiest fit ! Give me your pardon 
I have spoke this, to know if your affiance 
Were deeply rooted ; and i^hail make your lord. 
That which he is, new o'er ; and he is one 
The truest manner'd, such a holy witch, 
Th^t he enchants societies unto him ; 
Half all men's hearts are his. 

Imog* You make amends. 

lack. He sits 'mongst men, like a descended g( 
He hath a kind of honour, sets him ofi^, 
More than a mortal seeming. Be not angry. 
Most mighty princess, that I have adventured 
To try your taking of a false report; 
The love 1 bear him 
Made me to fan you thus ^ but the gods made yo 
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Unlike all others, chaffless. 'Pray, your pardon* 

Imog* All's welly sir : Take my pow'r i' the court 
for yours. 

Iack> My humble thanks. — I had almost forgot. 
To entreat your grace but in a small request. 
And yet of moment too, for it concerns 
Your lord ; myself, and other noble friends. 
Are partners in the business. 

Imog* Pray, what is't ? 

la^. Some dozen Romans of us, and your lord, 
.The best feather of oqr wing, have mingled sums. 
To buy a present for the emperor : 
Which I, tne factor for the rest, have done 
In France; 'Tis plate, of rare device ; and jewels. 
Of rich and exquisite form ; their values great; 
And I am something curious, being strange. 
To have them in safe stowage ; may it please you 
To take them in protection? 

Imog* Wmiogw: 
And pawn mine honour for their safety : since 
My lord hath interest in them, I will keep them 
In my bed«chamber. 

lack. They are in a trunk, 
Attended by my men : I will make bold 
To send them to you, only for this night : 
I must aboard to* morrow. 

Imog. O no, no. 

lack. Yes, I beseech, or I shall short my word, 
By lengthening my return. From Gallia 
I cross'd the seas on purpose, and on promise 
To see your grace. 

Imog, I thank you for your pains ; 
But not away to-morrow ? 

lachm 0, 1 must, madam : 
Therefore 1 shall beseech you, if you please 
To greet your lord with writing, do't to night 2 
I have out-stood my time ; which is material 
To the tender of our present. 
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ImQg, I will write. 
Send your trunk to me ; it shall be safe kept» 
And truly yielded you : You are very welcome. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 



Cymbeline^s Palace. 



Enter Cloten, Loceine, and MaDak. 

Cloten* Was there ever man had sudi luck ! when 
I kiss'd the jack upon an up-cast, to be hit away I I 
had an hundred pound on't : and then a whoieaon 
jackanapes must take me up for sweuring ; as tf I 
borrowed my oaths of him^ atid might not spend 
them at my pleasure. 

Log. What got he by that ? You have broke his 
pate with your bowL 

Mad. [Aside.l If his wit had been like him that 
broke it> it would have run all out. 

Goten. When a gentleman is disposed to swear, it 
is not for any standers-by to curtail his oaths : Ha I 

Mad. Noy my lord : — ^nqr crop the ears of them. 

[Aside. 

Cloten. Whoreson dog ! — I give him satisfiiction ? 
'Would he had been one of my rank ! 
A plague on't ! I had rather not be so noble as I am ; 
they dare not fight with me^ because of the queen, 
my mother ; every jack-slave hath his belly-full of 
fighting, and I must go up and down, like a cock 
that nobody can match. 

Loc. It IS not fit, your lordship should undertake' 
every companion that you give onenet x.o» 
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Clalen. No, I know that : but it is fit, I should 
commit offence to my inferiors. 
Loc. Ay, it is fit for your lordship only. 
Cloten. Why, so I say. 
Loc» Here comes the king. 

Enter Cymbeline and Queens, 

Cloien* Good-night to your majesty, and gracious 
mother. 

Cym> Attend you here the door of our stem daugh- 
ter ? 
Will she not forth ? 

Claien. She vouchsafes no notice ; but I will assail 
her before morning with mask and music. 

G^. The exile of her minion is too new> 
She bath not yet forgot him ; some more time 
Host wear the print of (us reniembrance out, 
And then she's yours. 

Enter an Officer, and tiohispers Locrime. 

Qjueen. You are most bound to the king. 
Who lets go by no 'vantages, that may 
Prefer you to nis daughter. 

Loc. So like you, sir, ambassadors from Rome ; 
The one is Caius Lucius. 

C^m, A worthy fellow. 
Albeit he comes on angry purpose now ; 
But that's no fault of his :— Our dear son. 
When you have given good morning to your mistress. 
Attend the Queen ana us, we shall have need 
T' employ you towards this Roman. 
Betimes to-morrow we'll hear th' embassy. 
Come, madam. [Exeunt Cymbeline and Queen. 

Loc. Did you hear of another stranger, that's 
come to court to-night ? 

Cloten. Another stranger, and 1 not know on't ? 

Mad. He's a strange fellow himself, and krtows it 
not. \^Asid€. 

c2 
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Loc. There's an Italian comei and 'tis thought, 
one of Leonatus' friends. 

Cloien* Leonatus! A banished rascal; and heV 
another, whatsoever he be. Who told you of this 
stranger ? 

Loc, One of vour lordship's pag^. 

Cloten. Is it nt, I went to look upon him i Is there 
no derogation in it ? 

Mad. You cannot derogate, my lord. 

Cloten, Not easily, I think. 
Come, I'll go see this Italian; and if he'll play, 
I'll game with him ; and to-morrow, with our 
Father, we'll hear Uie ambassadors-Come, let's go. 

Loc. 1 attend your lordship. [Exeunt. 



SCENE III. 



A Bed'chamher. — In one Pari of it a Trunk. 

Imogen reading in her Bed.-^HELtisi attending. ^ 

' Imogm Who's there ? my woman Helen ? 

HeUn, Please you, madam,-— 

Jmog. What hour is it ? 

Helen. Almost midnight, madam. 

Imogm I have read three hours then : mine eyes 
are weak :— - 
Fold down the leaf where I have left : To bed : 
Take not away the ta)>er, leave it burning ; 
And if thou canst awake by four o' the dock, 
I pr'ythee, call me. Sleep has seized me wholly. 

[Exit Helen. 
To your protection I commend me, gods ! 
From fairies, and the tempters of the night, 
Guard me, 'beseech you ! [Slcepif. 
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Iachimo comes out of the Trmk. 

lacL The crickets sing, and man's o'erlabour^d 

-sense 
BeDairs itself by rest : Our Tarquin thus 
Did softly press Uie rushes, ere he waken'd 
The diasti^ fie wounded. — ^Cytherea, 
How bravely thou becomest tifiy bed ! fresh lily ! 
And whiter than the sheets ! That I mi^t touch ! 
But kiss ;' one kiss !— 
^Tii her breathing that 

Perfumes the chamber thus : The flame o' the taper 
Bows towards her ; and would under-peep her lias. 
To see the enclosed lights* now canopied 
Under these windows : White and azure, laced 
With blue of heaven's own tinct.«-But my design ? 
To note the chamber :— I will write all down :^- 
Such, and such, pictures : — There the window : — 

such 
The adornment of her bed ; — ^the arras, figures, 
Why, such, and such:— And the contents o' the 

story,— 
Ah, but some natural notes about her body, 
Above ten thousand meaner moveables 
Would testify, to enrich mine inventory. 
sleeps thou ape of death, lie dull upon her ! 
And be her sense but a§ a monument. 
Thus in a chapel lying ! — Come off, come oiT;—- 

[Taking qffher Bracelet. 
As slippery, as the Gordion knot was hard ! — 
'Tis mine ; and this will witness outwardly, ' 
As strongly as the conscience does within, 
To the madding of her lord. On her left breast 
A mole dnque-spotted, like the crimson drops 
I' the bottom of a cowslip : Here's a voucher. 
Stronger than ever law could make. 
To what end ? 
Why should I write this down, that's riveted^ 
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Screw'd to iny meipory ? She hath bjsen reading late 
The tale of Tereus ; here the leaf's turn'd down. 
Where Philomel gave up « j I have enough ^ 
To the trunk again, and shut the spring of it. 
Swifl, swift, you dragons of the night ! that dawning 
May bare the raven's eye : I lodge in fear ; 
Though this a heavenly angel, hell is here. 

[Clock strikes* 
Oie, two, three : — ^Time, time 1 

[Goes into the Trunk, — The Scene closes^ 



SCENE IV. 



Gymbelike's Palace. 



Enter Cloten, Locrine, and Madan. 

Loc, Your lordship is the most patient man in losf ^ 
the coldest that ever turned up ace. 

Cloten, It would make any man cold to lose. 

Loc, But not every man patient, ofter the noble 
temper of your lordship : You are most hot, and fur 
rious, when you win. 

Cloten, Winning will put any man into courage. If 
I could get this foolish Imogen, I should have gold 
enough : It's almost morning, is^t not ? 

Mad. Day, my lord. 

Cioten. I would the maskers and musicians were 
come ; I am advised to give her music o' mornings; 
they say, it will penetrate. 

[A Flourish qf Music tvithin. 

Loc. Here they are, my lord. 

Cloten. Come^ let's join them* [E^eiinf. 
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SCExiS Vf 



An Anti-chamber to Imogjen's ApartmenU 



Enter ClotsK} Locrike» and Madan, mth SfNc- 
SRS a9i(/ Dancebs, as Maskers. 

(Saten. Come on, tone first a very excellent good 
conceited thing, after a wonderful sweet air, with ad- 
Biir^e rich words to it, and then let her consider. 

SONG. 

Hark I hark ! the lark at heaven* s gate sings^ 

And Fhcebus 'gins arise^ 
His steeds to tjoater at those springs 

On chaUcedJhtvers that ties $ 
And rnnldng Mary 'buds begin 

To ope their golden eyes $ 
With every thing thai jnretty bin ; 

My tady svoeet arise ; 
Arise f arise. 

Clalen* So, get you gone : — if this penetrate* I will 
consider your music the better ; {^Exeunt Singers.] 
if it do not, it is a vice in her ears, which horse-hairs, 
and cats'-guts, nor the voice of eunuch to boot, can 
never amend* Come, now to our dancing. And if 
she is immoveable with this, she is an immoveable 
princess, and not worth my notice. 

[Dances of Maskers. 
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Cioten. Leave us to ourselves. [Exeunt Lords, S^c 
If she be up, I'll speak with her; if not. 
Let her lie stillf and dream.^-By your leave, ho !— > 

[Knocks 
I know her women are about her ; What, 
If I do line one of their hands ? 'Tis gold 
Which buys admittance ; oft it doth ; yea, and makci 
Diana's rangers false themselves, yield up 
Their deer to the stand of the stealer : and 'tis gok 
Which makes the true man kill'd, and saves the thief 
Nay, some time, hangs both thief and true man :— 

What 
Can it not do and undo ? I will make 
One of her women lawyer to me ; for 
I yet not understand the case myself. 
By your leave. [Knoch 

Enter Helen. 

Helen, Who's there, that knocks i 

Cioten* A gentleman. 

Helen. No more ? 

Cioten. Yes, and a gentlewoman's son. 

Helen, That's more 
Than some, whose tailors are as dear as yours. 
Can justly boast of: what's your lordship's pleasure 

Cioten, Your lady's person : Is she ready ? 

Helena Ay, to keep her chamber. 

Cioten- There's gold for you ; sell me your gooi 
report. 

Helen. How ? my good name ? or to report of yo 
What I shall think is good I The princess— 

Enter Imogen. 

Cioten. Good morrow, fairest sister :- Your swe< 
hand. [Exit Hblbi 
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Imogn Good-morrowy sir ; You lay out too much 
pains 
For purcoasing but trouble. 

Ctoien, Still, I swear, I love you. 

Imog* If you but said so, 'twere as deep with me : 
If you swear still, your recompense is still 
Tluit I regard it not. 

Cloten. This is no answer. 

Imog, But that you shall not say I yield, being si- 
lent, 
I would not speak. I pray you, spare me : 'faith, 
I shall unfold equal discourtesy 
To your best kindness : one of your great knowing 
Should learn, being taught, forbearance. 

Cloten. To leave you inyour madness, 'twere my sin: 
I will not. 

Imog. Fools cure not mad folks. 

Cloten» Do you call me fool ? 

Imo^. As I am mad, I do : 
If you'll be patient, I'll no more be mad; 
That cures us both. I am much sorry, sir, 
You put me to forget a lady's manners ; 
But 1, which know my heart, do here pronounce. 
By the very truth of it, I care not for you. 

Cloten. The contract you pretend with that base 
wretch 
(One, bred of alms, and foster'd with cold dishes. 
With scraps o' the court,) it is no contract^ none* 

Imog. Profane fellow ! 
Wert thou the sod of Jupiter, and no more, 
But what thou art, besides, thou wert too base 
To be his groom. 

Cloten, The south fog rot him ! 

Imog^ He never can meet more mischance, than 
come 
To be but named of thee. His meanest garmeijikt 
That ever hath but clipp'd his body, is deaiex^ 
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In my respect, than all the hairs above thee. 

Were they all made such men. 
Cloten* How now ? 

Imog. Pisanio 1 [Mines her BraceUu 

Claien. His garment i Now, the devil ■ ■ 

Enter Pisanio. 

Imog* To Helen, my woman, hie thee presently—- 

Cloten, His garment ? 

Imog. I am sprited with a fool ; - 
Frighted, and anger'd worse :— Go, bid my woman 
Search for a jewel, that, too casually. 
Hath left mine arm ; it was thy master's : 'diirew me,. 
If I would lose it for a revenue 
Of any king's in Europe. I do think, 
I saw't this morning : confident I am. 
Last night Hwas.on mine arm ; I kiss'd it then. 

Pisanio, 'Twill not be lost. 

Imog. I hope so : go, and seardi. [^ExiU 

Cloten. You have abui^ me :— 
His meanest garment i 
I will inform your fiither. 

Imog. Your mother too: 
She's my good lady : and will conceive, I hope. 
But the worst of me. So I leave you, sir, 
To the worst of discontent [Exii. 

Cloten, 111 be revenged ^-* 
His meanest garment ?««.-«Well. [Esii. 
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ACT THE THIRD. 



SCSNB I. 



Bom^ 



Ah AparimetU in Philakio's HolUe. 

Enter Posthumus and PttiLAiito. 

Poff. Fear it no^ air: I would^ I were 80 eine 
To win the king, as I am bold, her honour 
Win remain hers. 

PkiL What means do you make to han i 

Po9t» Not any; but abide the change of time ; 
Quake in the preset winter's state, and woh 
!niat warmer days woukl come: la these ftaf'^ 

hopes, 
I barely gratify your love ; they fiuling, 
I must die much your debtor. 

mi. Your very goodness, and your cmnpany^ 
Overpays all I can £>. By Uib, your king 
HaA heard of great Augustus : Caius Lucius 
Will do his commission throughly : and, I think. 
He'll grant the tribute ; or your countrymen 
Will look upon our Roman8> whose remembrance 
byet fresh in their grief. 

Post. I do believe 
(Statist though I am none, nor like to he) 
That this will prove a war ; and you shall bear 
Hie legions now in Gallia, sooner landed 
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In our not fearing Britain, than have tidings 
Of any penny tribute paid. Our countrymen 
Are men more ordered, than when Julius Caesar 
Smiled at their lack of skill, but found their courag 
Worthy his frowning at : Their discipline. 
Now mingled with their courages, will mak^ knowi 
To their approvers, they are a people, such 
That menu upon the world : and more than that. 
They have a king, whose love and justice to them 
May ask, and have, their treasures, and their blooi 
PhU. See! lachimo! 

Enter Iachimo. 

Post. The swiftest harts have posted you by lane 
And winds of all the corners kiss'd your sails. 
To make your vessel nimble. . 

Phil* Welcome, sir ! 

Post. I hope, the briefness of your answer'madc 
The speediness of your return* 

lam. Your lady 
Is one, the fairest that I have look'd upon. 

Pi^st^ • And, therewithal, the best ; or let her beaut 
Look through a casement, to allure false hearts, 
And be. false with .them^* . 

lack. Here are letters for you. 

Post. Their tenour good, I trust. 

lack. Tis very like. . 

iPosTHUMus reads the Lette 

Phil. Was Caius Lucius in the Britain court 
When you were there? 

lach. He was, my lord :>— but 1 
Left ere I saw him. 

Post^ AW iB well yet— 
Sparkles this stone as it was wont ? or is't not 
Too dull for your good wearing i 

lach. If I have Yost it, - 
I should have lost the worth of it in gold. 
I'll make a journey twice as far, to enjoy 
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A second night of such sweet shortness, whicii 
Was mine in l^iitain; for the ring is won. 

Post. The stone's too hard to come by. 

lack. Not a whit, 
Yoar lady being so easy. . 

Post. Make not, sir, 
Your loss your sport ; I hope, you know, >that we 
Must not continue friends. 

lach. Good sir, we must. 
If you keep covenant : Had I not brought 
The knowledge of your mistress home, I grant 
We were, to question further : but I now 
Profess myself the winner of her honour. 
Together with your ring ; and not the wronger 
Of her,, or ypu, haying proceeded but 
fiy both your wills. 

Post. If you ean make it apparent 
That you have tasted her in bed, my hand. 
And ring, is yours : if not, the foul opinion 
You had of ^er pure honour, gains, or loses. 
Your j&word* or mine ; or masterless, leaves both 
To who sliidl.£nd . them. 

lack. Sir, my circumstances 
Being so near the truth, as I will make them. 
Must forst induce you to believe : whose strength 
I will ooqfinn.with path ; which, I doubt not, 
Youll give me leave to spare, when you shall find 
You need it not. 

Post. Procjeed* 

lack. First, her bed-chamber, 
(Where, I confess, I slept not ; but, profess. 
Had that, was well worth watching,) it was hang'd 
With tapestry of ailk and silver ; the story, 
Proud Cleopatra, when she met her Roman ; 
A piece of work 

So bravely done, so rich, that it did strive 
ffk workmanship and value. 



For further sfitififyuig, under her I^r^ 

(Worthy the presung) lies a mole, right proud 

Of that moit delicate lodging : By my life 

IkissMit. 

You do rememl^ 

This stain upon her i 

Post, Ay, and it doth confirm 
Another stain, as big as hell can hdldy 
Were there no more but it ! 

Jack. Will you hear 9UMre? 

Post. Spare your aritlunetic;iie'ercpiuii the jturnfl ; 
Once, ana a mijlipn ! 

lack, Vn be Bwir m i ■. ■ 

Post. No ssrearioe ;— i 
^ thou wik swegr thou basit not do^e^t^ jtbou liest^ 
And I will kill tbeie. if thou dost d^y 
Thou' hast made me cuckold* 

Ia€h» I will der^.notbipg^ 

Post. Of that: I* ha(d[ her b^e^ to tear her Imb^ 
meal 1 ^ 
I will go tXier^f uaA 4e't, i' the. oourt> befpre 
HerfatW:-r--ini^.somc^<ig* [EsiL 

i?^i/«'Quite besides.^ 
The government of patie«ce I— You have won ; 
Le^'s follew him» and: pervert the pvesent wrath 
He hath against himself. 
' lack. With all my hearts [E^sunt^ 
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Bcsnn. 



CTHBXLnn's Ptfliiee. 
Dnattt QMd Trwtneiim 

1Ctmbsliks» Qdexv, CiiOtev, TiOCTanr, Madav, 
Lucius Vakub, aid Ramam (jfScm^ tEaaweroL 

Cywu Now SIJ9 idiat would Aogpitni Caesar widi 



Imp. Whea Jylin» (Vonr 
Was hi this Bntaioy 

And ooDqaer'd it» CaB|ibe]an» thine oncle^ 
(Famous in Cesar's piaisesy no idiit less 
Than in his feats deserving it,) for hiniy 
And his suoceasion^ grant^ Rome a tribute^ 

Tearlj three thousand pounds ; whidit I7 th^ lalidy^ 
b left qntender'd. 

QtMoi. And, to kiD the manrel^ 
SIhiU be so erer. 

Oaten. There be man j C^esan^ 
Ere such another Julius. Britain is 
A world by itself; and we will nothing pay 
For wearing our own noses* 
Tribute i why should we pay tribute i If Csesar can 
hide the sun from us with a blanket, or put the moon 
m his pocket, we will pay him tribute for light ; dse^ 
sir^ no more tribute. 

C^ffb You must know. 
Till the injurious Roman did extort 
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This tribute from us, we were free : 
Say then to Caesar, 

Our ancestor was that Mulmutius, which 
Ordain'd our laws ; whcMie use tbe stirord of Caesar 
Hath too njMch. mangled: whose repair, and fran- 
chise. 
Shall, by the power we holdi be our good deed. 
Though Rome be therefore angry. 

Luc, I am sorry, Cymbeline, 
That 1 am to pronounce Augustus Csesar 
Thine enemy : 

Receive it from me then c-— War, and confusion, 
In Caesar's name, pronounce I 'gainst thee : look 
For fury not to be resisted :— Thus defied, 
I thank thee for myself. 

Ci/m. Thou art welcome, Caius. 

Claten. His majesty bids you welcome. Makfe 
pastime with us a day, or two, or longer : If you 
seek us afterwards in other terms, you shall find us 
in our salt-water girdle : if you beat us out of it, it 
is yours; if you fall in the adventure^ our crow3 shall 
fare the better for you ; and there's an end. 

Luc* So, sir. 

C^m, 1 know your master's pleasure, and-he mine : 
All. the remain is, welcome. 

[Drums and TrumpetS'^Exeuni. 



SCENE III, 



An Apartment in Cymbeline's Palace. 

Enter Pisanio ; a Letter in his Hand* 

.. -.11 

Pisanio. How! of adultery I Wherefore write yoH 
not • ' 

What monster's her accuser f-—Leonatus t . 
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Ohy master ! what a atvonge nifeGtioii 

Is Men hilo thine ear ? What false lUdiM, 

As poiaenoua tongued, aa haaded^ hath prend'tt 

Oatb7toereadTnearuigi---4)kieyal^ Hhi 

Sbe^pttBfBh*drof her tnith; aii# omfergoea^ 

More goddess-like than wife-like, such assaulis 

As would take in some ▼irtae.'— Oh, my master 1 

Thy mind to her is now as low, as were 

Thy fortunesw—How ! that I shodd murder her ? 

Upon the lore, and tniCh» and tows, which I 

Have made to ^ command ?-*-!» her ?— -her Mood } 

If it be so to do good aerviee, nefer 

Let me be counted aerviceaUe. Hew Usok 1, 

That I should seem to lack humanity, 

Somudias this &ct comes to? [Biding H^ leHer* 

That I hofoe seni her^ hy her cfrnn command 
Shall give ^ee dfipor^tmtfy.*— Ob> dhumi^d fopet t 
Black as the ink that's oa thee !— 
Lo, here she eomes^ 

Enter hioCMXfm 

I am ignorant in what I am commanded 

Imog. How now» Pisanio ? 

Pisanio. Madam^ here is a letter from* rof lord. 

JaK^. IRho-f thy loid i tha^ is my lord ? ILeona- 
tus ? [Imogen takes the Letter. 

Ohy Iteam'd indeed were tliat astronomer. 
That knew die stars, as I hia characters ; 
He^d lay the future open«— -You good gods. 
Let what b here contain'd relish of love. 
Of my lord's health, of his content ! 
Good wa^, thy leave: — Bless'd be, 
Yoa bees, that make these locks of counsel ! 
Good news, gods ! 

[Reading.] Justice^ and your father's torath^ should 
he take me tn his dominionSfXoutd not be so cruel to me^ 
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MS youy Ohf the dearest of creatures^ toould not even 
renew me mth your eyes* Take notice^ that I am 
in Cambria^ at mUford Haven : What your awn hoe 
mUy out of this, advise you, foU&w^ SOf he wishes you 
all happiness, that remains loyal to his vow, and your, 
increasing in love, 

LbOKATUS P08THUMU£f, 

O, for a horse with wings ! — He^r'st thouy Pisanlo ^ 

He is at Milfocd Haven : Read, and tell me 

How far 'tis thither. Ijf one of mean affairs 

May plod it in a week, why may not I 

Glide thither in a day ? — TheQi true Pi8anio» 

How far is it 

To th|s same blessed MUford ? 

How may we steal from hence ? 

I pr'ythee> speak. 

How many scpre ^of miles may we well ride 

^Twixt hour and hour ? 

Pisanio, One score, 'twixt sun and sun. 
Madam, is enough for you : and too much too. 

Imog* Why, one that rode to his execution, man, 
Could never go so slow : — 
But this is foolery : — 
Go, bid my woman feign a sickness ; say 
She'll hpme to her father : and provide me, presently, 
A ridine suit ; no costlier than would fit 
A franklin's housewife. 

Pisanio.. Madam, you're best consider, — 

Imog» I see before me, man, nor here, nor here, 
Nor what ensues ; but have a fog in them, 
That I cannot look through. Away, 1 pr'ythee ; 
JDo as I bid thee : there's no more to say ; 
>lccessibl^ is none but Milford way. - [flxeut^^ 
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SCENE IT. 



A Forest in Walesy mih a Cave. 



Enter Belarius, Guiderius> and AiiviiLAGUS,Jrom 

the Cave, 

Bel, A goodly day not to keep housei with such 
Whose roof's as low as ours : See, hoys ; thb gate 
Instructs you how to adore the heavens ; and bows 

you 
To morning's holy office : The gates of monarchs 
Are arch'd so high, that giants may jet through. 
And keep their impious turbans on, without 
Good morrow to the sun. — Hail, thou fair heav^i ! 
We house i' the rock, yet use thee not so hardly 
As prouder livers do^ 

Guid* Hail, Heaven ! 

Arvm Hail, Heaven! 

BeL Now,. for our mountain sport : up to yon hill. 
Your legs are young ; I'll tread these flats. Consider^ 
When you, above, perceive me like a crow. 
That it is place, which lessens, and sets off. 
And you may then revolve what tales 1 have told you. 
Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war : 
Tills service is not service, so being done, 
But being so allow'd : To apprehend tiius. 
Draws us a profit from all things we ^^ee : 
And oflen, to our comfort, shall we find 
Thje sharded beetle in a safer hold 
Than is the full-wing'd eagle. 

Guid, Out of your proof you speak : we, poor un- 
* fledged^ 
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Have never wing'd from view o' the nest ; nor know 

not 
What air's from home« Hapljy this life is best^ 
If quiet life be best ; sweeter to you. 
That have a sharper known ; well correqK>nding 
With your stiff age : but» unto us, it is 
A cell of ignorance ; travelling a4>ed ; 
A prison for a debtor^ that not dares 
To stride a limit. 

Arv. What should we speak o^ 
When we are old as you, when we shall hear 
The rain and wind beat dark December, how. 
In this our pindiing cave, shall we disoourse 
The freezing hours away t We have seen nothing. 

BeL How vou speak! 
Did you but know the city's usuries. 
And fek them knowingly ; the art o' the coBrt» 
As hard to leave, as keep ; whose top to climb 
Is certain fidling, or so slippenr, that 
The fear's as bm as fidlmg ; the toil of the war, 
A pain that only seems to seek out danger 
I' the name of fame, and honour; whioi dies i' tbe 

search ; 
And hath as ofb a slanderous epitaph. 
As record of fiur act; nay, many times. 
Doth ill deserve by doiog well; what's worse. 
Must court'sy at the censure ^-*0b, boys, this story 
The world may read in me : my body's mark'd 
With Roman swords ; and my report was once 
Jlrst with the best of note : CymbeUne loved me; 
And, when a soldier was the theme, my name 
Was not far off: then was I as a tree^ 
Whose boughs did bend with fruit : but, in (me nightf 
A storm, or robbery, call it what you will. 
Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my leaves, 
And lefb me bare to weather. 

Guid, Uncertain favour ! 

BcL My &ult being nothing, (as I have told you oft) 



IkA Ibafc two v9I«ini| whose fidie oaths prevaSM 
Before my perfect honour^ fmare to CymbeUoe^ 
I was confederate with the Bomana : ao, 
FaUow'4 my hawWiment ; and, this twenty y^ars, 
liiia rock, and these demesnes, have been my world : 
Where I have lived at honest freedom ; paid 
More pious debts to Heaven, than in dl 
The fore end of my time<— "-Bui. up to the aMmntains ; 
TIlia 18 not hunters' language :— He, that strikes 
The venison first, shall be Uie lord o' the feast; 
To hhn the other two shall minister ; 
And we wiU fear no poison, which attends 
In place of greater state. Pll meet yon in the valliea. 
[^Exeunt Guiderius and Arviraguis. 
How hard it is, to hide the sparks of nature ! 
These boys know little, they are sons to the king ; 
Nor CjrmDelkie dreams that they are alive^ 
Tbey think, they are mine ; and, though train'd up 

thus meanly 
r the cave, wherein they bow, their thoughts do hit 
The rooft of palaces ; and nature prompts them. 
In simf^e and low things, to prince it, much 
B^ond the trick of others. This Polydore,— 
The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 
The king, his father, call'd Guiderius, — Jove ! 
When on my three-foot stool 1 sir, and tell 
The wariike feats I have done, his spirits fiy out 
Into my story : say, ** Thus mine enemy fei^; 
And thus I set my foot on Ins neck :'' even then 
The princely blood flows in his cheek, he sweats. 
Strains his young nerves, and puts himself in posture 
That acts my words. The younger brother, Cadwal, 
(Once Arviragus,) in as like a figure, 
Strikes life into my speech, and i^ows much more 
His own conceiving, [A Horn sounds* 

Hark ! the game is roused ! 

Oh, Cymbeline! Heaven, and my conscience; knows^ 
Thou didst unjustly banish me : \d)ereon, 
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At three, and two jears old, I stole these babes : 
Thiokiog to bar thee of succession, as 
Thou 'reftst me of my landa Euriphile, 
Thou wast their nurse ; they took thee fbr their mo- 
ther, 
And every day do honour to thy grave : ^ 
Myself, Belanus, that am Morgan call'd, 
;They take for natural &ther. 

{^The Ham sounds agai^[ 
The game is up. [£^r 



SCENE V. 

The Palace £/*Cymb£LIKe, 
Flourish of Trumpets* 

Enter Cymbeline, Queen, Clotei^, Locrinb, Ma- 
dan, Lucius Varus, and Attendants. 

Cj/m. Thus far ; and so farewell. 

Luc. Thanks, royal sir. 
I am right sorry, that I must report ye 
My master's enemy. 
I desire of you 
A conduct over land, to Milford Haven. 

Cj^. My lords, you are appointed for that office ; 
The due of honour in no point omit *. 
So farewell, noble Lucius. 

Luc, Your hand, my lord. > 

Qoten, Receive it friendly : but, from this timeforth, 
1 wear it as your enemy. 

Luc^ Sir, the event 
Is yet to name the winner :. Fare you weU. - 

[^Exeunt Lucius, LocsinEi andVAKvs, Sfc. 
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Queem. He goes hence frowniiig: botitlionounuS) 
IW we have given him cause. 

Oaien. *Tm all ihe belter; 
Tour valiant Britons have. thdr wishes in it 

Qu^fim. Tk not deepj business; 
But mus^ be look'd to speediljTy and stronglv. 

Cym. Our expectation that it would be ihus» 
Hsth made us forward. But, my gentle queen^ 
Vbere is our daughter ? She hath not appeared 
Bsfere the Romany nor to us hath tendered 
The duty <^the d9>y : She lo^ us like 
A thing more made of malice than €i duty ; 
We have noted it. — Call her before us; for 
We haye been poo slight in suffisrance. 

[ExU Madav. 

Queen. Royal sir. 
Since the exue of Posthumus, most retired 
Hath her life been ; the cure yfhereofy my lord, 
Tis time must do. 'Beseech your majesty. 
Forbear sharp speeches to her. 

Enter Madav. 

C^m. Where is she, sir ? How 
Can her contempt be answer'd i 

Mad. Please you, sir. 
Her chambers are ail lock'd ; and there's no answer 
That will be given to the loud'st of noise we make. 

Queen. My lord, when last I went to visit her. 
She prajr'd me to excuse her keeping close ; 
Whereto constrained by her infirmity. 
She should that duty leave unpaid to you. 
Which daily she was bound to proffer : this 
She wish'd me to make known ; but our great court 
Made me to blame in memory. 

Cym. Her doors lock'd ? 
Not seen of late ? Grant, Heavens, that, which I fear, 
j'rove false ! [E:Feunt Ctmbeline and Madan^ 
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Queen, Son, I say, f<^Ioii^ the king. 

Cloteru That roan of hen^ Platoio» hkf M ^6tVAik^ 
I have not seen these two dttysw 

Queen. G^, kwk after.-M. []^ Ct&ttM. 

Plsanio, thou that stMd^st io for Postnimtus U^ 
He hatb a drug of tmnt t I prfty» his tfyB^tc6 
Proceed by swallowing that ; for he beHeres 
It is a thintf most precious* Bat fdt her. 
Where is fl£e gone ? Haply, despair hath seized lk(f; 
Or, wing*d wm fervour oNr her love, she's floinl 
To her desired Posthatfiitt : Gone she h 
To death, or to dkhcweur ; itdd my end 
Can make good use of either : She behig doWfl» 
J have the placing (^ the BiillA Cttiwn. i&d^ 
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4 Wood near MSfofd Haven. 



Enter Pisan'io and Imooek. 

/mqgf • Thou told*6t me« when we came ftodi iMU^ 
the place 
Was neaf at hand.-^o^ 
Pisanioi Manl 

Where is Posthumus i What is in diy taituSf 
That makes thee stare' thus? 
One, but punted tlius^ 
Would be interpreted a tbing perpfex'd 
Beyond self-explication. 
Whfit's the matter ? 
Why tendet^st thou that paper to m$ ? 
/T/V ^e summer new8» 



/ 
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Smile to't before : if winterlyi thou need'st 

But keep that countenance still. — My husband's 

hand! 
That drug-damn'd Italy hath out-craftied hinii 
And he's at some hard point.— ——Speak^ man ; thy 

tongue 
May take off some extremity, which, to read. 
Would be eren "mortal to me. 
Pisanio. Please you, read ; 
And you shall find me, wretched man, a thing 
The most djsdain'd of fortune. 

Imog. [Reads.] Th^ mistress^ PisaniOf hath played 
the strumpet in my bed ; the testimonies tohereq/^lie 
bleeding in me. I speak not out of toeak surmises ; hut 

from proof as strongas my grief y and as certain as I 
expect my refoenge. That party ihouy Pisanioy must act 

for mey if thy faith be not tainted with the breach of 
hers. Let thine onjn hands take away her life : I shim 

f give thee opportunities at Milford Haven : she hath my 
letter for thepurpose ; ivhere^ if thou fear to strikct and 
to make me certain it is done, thou art the pander to 
her dishonour f and equally to me dishy aL 

Pisanio. What shall I need to draw my sword i 
the paper 
Hath cut her throat already. — No, 'tis slander ; 
Whose edge is shaipcr than the sword ; whose tongue 
Outvenoms all the worms of Nile ; whose breath 
Rides on the posting winds, and doth belie 
All corners ot the world.— r 
What cheer, madam ? 

Imbg. False to his bed ! What is it, to be false ? 
To lie in watch there, and to think on him ? 
To weep 'twixt clock and clock ? If sleep charge nar 

ture. 
To break it with a fearful dream o£\iim» 

E 2 



54 ci'MMtnnL 

And cry myself awake? That's ftlse to li^ bed^ 

Is it? 
Pisanio. Alas, good lady ! 
Itnog* I fiilse i Thy consdenice witness :---.Iaciiiiiio» 
Thoa didsl accuse him of incontinency ; 
Thou then look'dst like a villain ; now, mechinks. 
Thy favour's good eoough^-^Some jay of itidy. 
Whose mother was her painting, hath betrayed him ; 
Poor I am stale, a garment out of fioBhion^ 
I must be ripp'd :— to pieces with me !— 4)h, 
Men's vows are women s traitors J Ail good seeming. 
By thy revolt, oh> husband I shall be thought 
Fiii oa for villainy. 

Pisanio. Good madam^ bear m^ 

Imog* Come, fellow^ be thou honest ; 
pQ thou thy master's biddKng : wh«a tlu>tllBtest1lim, 
A^little witnessmy obedience : Look! 
I draw the sword myself t take it; and fait' 
The innocent mansion ^of my love^ n»y heart : 
Fear not ; 'tis* emplT'df all things, bnt grief : 
Thy matter is not tnere ; i/i4ie was, indeed. 
The riches of it : Do tin bidding ; istrike. 
Thou may'st be valiaift in avb^ter cause ; 
But now thou seem'st a coward. 

Puanio. Hence, vile instrument 1 
Thou shalt not damn my hand* 

ImoS'' Why, I must die ; 
And if I do not by thy hand, thou ttrt 
No servant of thy master's : Against self-daOghCer 
There is a prohibition so di^ne, 
That cravens my weak hand. Come, here's my 

heart ; 

Something's afore't :— Soft, soft ; we'll no defence-— 
What is here I [ Taking otit iMters. 

The scriptures of the loyal Lecmatus, 
AH turn'd to heresy ? Away, away. 
Corrupters of my faith ! you shall no more 



Be stomachers to my hearty— — 

IVytbee, dispatch : 

Ifaie lanlb entreats the batdier : Where's thy knife V 

Tboa art too slow to do thy master's bidding. 

When I desire it too. 

Fismdo. Oh, gracious lady, 
SiDoe I received command to do thb business, 
1 ba?e not slept one wink. 

Imog. Bo'ty and to bed then. 

VUtam. I'll wake mine eye^balb blind firtt. 

Imog, Wherefore then 
Didst undertake it \ 
Why hast thou gone so far> 
To be nnbent^ when tbon bast ta'en thy stand, 
The elected deer before thee \ 

PuttMUK Btit to win time 
To lose so bad emplojrment : in the whicfi*, 
I banre considered pf a course : Good lady. 
Hear me with patience* 

Imog. Talk thy tongue weary; speak: 
I have heard I am a strumpet; and mine ear, 
Therein false struck, can take no greater wound. 
Nor tent to bottom that. But speak. 

PUanio, It cannot be. 
But that my master is abused : 
Some ylHain, ay, and singular in* his art, 
Hath done you bdth th& cursed injury. 

Imog. Some Roman courtezan. 

Pisanio, No, on my life.-^ 
Ill give but notice you are dead, and send him 
Some bloody sign of it; for 'tis commanded 
I should do so : You shall be miss'd at court. 
And that will well confirm it* 

Imogm Why, good fellow, 
What shall I do the while ? Where bide ? How live ? 
Or in my life what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my husband ? 
, Pisanio. If you'll back to the courtj 
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Imog* No court> no father. 

Pisanio* If not at court, 
Then not in Britain must you bide. — Where then f 

Imog. Hath Britain all the sun that shines ? 
'Pr'yrfiee, think 
There's livers out of Britain. 

Pisanio* I am most glaid 
You think of other place. The ambassador, 
Lucius, the Roman, comes to Milford Haven 
To-morroW: now, if yo^ could wear a mind^ 
Dark as your fortune is, 
You should tread a course 
Pretty, and full of view: yea, haply near 
The residence of Posthumus ; so nigh, at least. 
That though his actions were not visible, yet 
Report should render him hourly to your ear. 
As truly as he moves* 

Imog. O, for such means ! 
Though peril to my modesty, not death on't, 
I womd adventure. 

Pisanio. Well, thep here's the point : 
You must forget to be a woman ; change 
Command into obedience ; 
Forethinking this, I have already fit 
('Tis in my cloakbag,) doublet, hat, hose, all 
That answer to them : Would you, in their serving, 
And with what invitation you can borrow 
From youth of such a season, 'fore noble Lucius 
Present yourself, desire his service, tell him 
Whereinyou are happy, (which you'll makehun know. 
If that his head have ear in music,) doubtless. 
With joy he will embrace you ; for he's honourable. 
And, doubling that, most holy. Your means abroa4 
You have me, rich : and I will never fail 
Beginning, nor supplvment. 

Imog. Thou art all the comfort 
The gods will diet me with. 
T'his attempt 
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Im soUier to^ and will ainde it with 
A mnoe's courage. 

FbmAh Wd]> madam, we must take a sbort ftre* 
welly 
Lot, being nte'd, I be suspected of 
Your carriage from the court.— Mj noble nris tre ss. 
Here is a box; I had it from the queen ; 
Whi^s in't is predOoB : if yon aire ndc at sea. 
Or stomadi-qualm'd aft land, a dram of this 
W31 drive away distemper-»To some shade, 
Jkod fit you to your manhood :— Maf the gods 
Dnrect you to the best ! 

Jmog. Amen ! I thank thee. ISxetmh 



ACT THE FOURTH. 



bcxnim; 



CtMBCClKE's Paldct. 



Enter Clotek. 

CUienl I love, and hate her ; for she's &ir and 
fojral, 
I love her; but^ 

DisdamiiMr me^ and thrqiping favours on 
The low FosthumuSy diaiiders w her judgment, 
1 win condode to hate her, nay, indeed. 
To be revenged up<^Qi her. 
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Enter Pisakio. 

Who is here ? 

Ahy jovL precious pander ! Villainy 
Where is thy lady ? In a word ; or else 
Thou art straightway with the fiends. 

Pisanio^ O, good my lord ! 

Cloten. Where is thy lady ? or, by Jupiter, 
J will not ask again. Close villain, 
I'll have this secret from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart to find it* Is she with Posthumus i . 

Pisdmo. Alas, my lord, ' . 

How C9P she be with him } When was she missM i 

Cloten. Where is she; sir ? 
Satisfy me home,— 
What is become of her ? 

Pisanio* O, my all-worthy lord-! 

Cloten, All-worthy villain ! 
Sjpeak, or thy silence ^on the instant is 
Iny condemnation and thy death. 

Pisanio. Then, sir. 
This paper is the history of my knowledge 
Toucning her flight. [Presents a Letter. 

Cloten, Let's see't : I will pursue her 
Even to Augustus' throne. 

Pisanio. [Aside,] Or this, or perish. 
She's far enough; ^nd what he learp^ by this, 
May prove his travel, not her danger. 
I'll write to my lord she's dead. O, Imogen, 
Safe may'st thou wander^ safe return again ! 

Cloten, Sirrah, is this letter true ? 

Pisanio, Sir, as I think* 

Cloten, It is Posthumus' hand ; I know't»— -Sirrah, 
if thou would'st not be a villain, but do me true ser- 
vice, — that is, what villainy soever I bid thee do, to 
perform it, directly and trul^,— -J would think thee 
an honest man : thou should'st neither want my ifieaiis 
^or thy relief, Qor my voice for thy preferment* 
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Fisanio. Welli my good lord. 

doten. Wilt thou serve me ? 

pUanio^ Sir, I will. 

C^^l^fi* Give me thy hand, here^s my purse. Hast 
any of thy late master's garments in thy possession I 

PUankh I have, my lord, at my lodging, the same 
suit he wore when he took leave of my la^ and mis- 
tress. 

Chien» Hie first service thou dost me, fetch that 
suit hither ; let it be thy first service ; go. 

Pisanio. I shall, mj lord. [Exit Pisanio. 

ClatcTu Meet thee at Milford Haven: Even 

thffi!e, thou villain Posthumus, will I kill diee I 

would, these garments were come. She said upon 
a time, that she held the very garment of Posthumuis 
in more respect than my noble and natural person. 
With that suit upon my back, will I first kul him, 
and in her eyes : He on the ground, my speech of in- 
sultment ended on his dead body, when my appetite 
bath dined, to the court PU foot her home i^ain.-— 
My revenge is now at Milford : — ^^ Would I had wings 
to follow it i {ExU, 



SCEVS II. 



Wales. 



The Forest and Cave. 



Enter Imogev, in Bot/s Clothes* . 

Imog. I see, a man's life is a tedious one : 
1 have tired myself; anfl for two nights together 
Have made the ground my bed. I should be siclr^ 
But that my resolution helps me. — Milford, 



\yhou Aviu the mountaiA top Finoio flliow'4 thor^ 
'Ik^MA WWII within a ken : 
'(Hv^ hifipurt told me, 

I whmM opt miM my way: Will poor £oXk$ lio^ 
'llMt have afflictiem on Ihem, knowing 'tie 
A ^aniahroefitt or trial ? Yes: no wonder. 
When rich ones scarce tell true i 
My dear lord 1 

Thou art one 0* the ^lae ones : Now I think on Ae^ 

My hunger's gone; but even before I was 

At point to sink for food.— But what is thja} 

'Tis some savage hold : 

I were best not call : I dare not call : yet fanmic^ 

Ere dean it overthrow nature, makes it vaUant. 

Plenty, and peacoi breec|s cowards ; hardness ever 

Of hardiness is mother. — Ho !-rwho's here i 

If any thing thafs civil, speak. 

Ho ! — Ko answer i then Fll enter. 

Best draw my sword ; apd if mine enemy 

But fear the sword like me, he'll scarcdy look on\. 

Such a foe, good Heavens ! [She goes inio tie Gm; 

£nter Belarius, Guiderius, and Ahvibaqvs. 

BeL You, Polydore, have proved best woodman, 
and 
Are master of the feast : Cadwal, and I, 
Will play the cook, and servant: 
Come, our stomachs 

Will make what's homely, savoury : Weariness 
Can snore upon the flint, when restive sloth 
Finds the down pillow hard.-~Now, peace be here. 
Poor house, that keep'st thyself! 

[Goes totvards the Cave. 

Guid> I am throughly weary. 

Arv. I am weak with toil, vet strong in appetite. 

Guid» There's cold meat i'the cave ; we 11 browse 
on that 
Whilst what we have kiU'd be cook'd. 



BA Stay; come not in :— 

fiat that it eats our victiuds, I should think 

Here were a fiurjr. 
Guid. What's the matter, dr I 
Bd. By Jupiter, an angel ! or> if not» 

An earthly paragon !— Bdiold divineness 

No elder than a boy 1 

Bnier Imogsv. 

Imog. Gropd ipasf ers4 harm me not : 
Before I enter'd here,! call'd; and thought 
To ha^e begg'd, or bought, what I have t^ : Good 

troth, 
I have stolen nought ; nor would not, though I bad 

found 
Cjrplds^reF'do'th^ floor. Here's money'fpr thy meat; 
I'woufil have left it on the board, so soon 
As I had niade ppty meal; and parted 
"With mmiiiox Qie provider. 

Ank Monipy, yputh ? 

Cr«£il AHgoIq and silver rather turn to dirt ! 
As 'tis no better reckon'd, but of those 
VJho worsbfp dirty gods. 

Imog. I see, you are angry; 
Know, if you kill me for my fault, I should 
Have died, bad I not made it. 

BfZ. Whither bound ? 

Imog. To l^ilford Haven, sir. 

BeL Whieil is your name ? 

Imog* Fidelt, sir : I have a kinsman, who 
Is bound for Italy ; he embark'd at MUford ; 
To whom being going, almost spent with hunger, 
I am fallen in Uiis offence. 

BeL 'Pr}'thee, &ir youth. 
Think us no churls ; nor measure our good minds 
By this rude place we live in. Well encounter'd I 
'Tis almost night: you shall have better cheer 
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Ere you depart ; and thanks, to stay and eat it — 
Boys, bid tnm welcome. 

Afv. I'll love him as my brother : — 
And such a welcome a^ 1 d give to him^ 
After lone absence, such is yours. 

GuitL Most welcome ! 
Be sprightly, for you M 'mongst friends.* 

Imog. [Aside.] 'Mongst friends ! 
If broUiers ? — ^^ Would it had been so, that they 
Had been my father's sons ! then had my prize 
Been less ; and so more equal ballasting 
To thee, Posthumus. 

Bel, He wrings at some distress- 

Guid. 'Would I could free't ! 

Arv. Or I ; whate'er it be» 
What pain it cost, what danger i 

Bei. Hark, boys ! [ Whisperwg ihem^ 

Imog, Great men. 
That had a court no bigger than this cave. 
That did attend themsdves, and had the virtue 
Which their own conscience seal'd them, (laying by 
That nothing gift of differing multitudes,) 
Could not outpeer these twain. Pardon me, gods ! 
I'd change my sex to be companion with them. 
Since Lepnatus, false-*- 

BeL It shall be so : 
Boys, we'll go dress our huntr-Fair youth, come in : 
Discourse is heavy, fasting ; when we have supp'd> 
We'll mannerly demand thee of thy story. 
So far as thou wilt speak it 
Guid. ^Pray, draw near. 

Arv. The night to the owl, and mom to the lark^ 

less welcome. 
Imog. Thanks, sir. 
Arv. I pray, draw near. [Exeunt into the Cave.. 



9 
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SCENE III, 



The Forest^ near the Cave. 



Enter Clotbn. 



Ctoten. I am near to the place where they should 
meet, if PisaDio have mapped it truly.— -How fit his 
garments serve me ! Posthumus, thy head> whidb how 
18 growing upon thy shoulders, shall within this hour 
be off; thy mistress enforced ; th]^ garments cut to 
raeces berore thy face : and, all this done, spurn her 
home to her ikther ; who may, haply, be a little angry 
finr ta^ so rough usage ; but my mother* having power 
(^his testiness, shalftum all into my commendations. 
My horse is tied up safe : Out, sword, and to a sor6 
purpose ! Fortune, put them into my hand ! This is 
the very'd^cription of their meeting«place: and the 
fellow dares not deceive me. [i&fV» 



SCElf E I IP* 



The Forest and the Caw* 



EnteTf Jrom the Cave^ Belarius, Quiderius, 
Arvirapus, and Imogen. 

Bd. You are not well : remain here in thi^ ^Vi^ \ 
Well come to you after hunting. 
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Aro. Brother, stay here : [7b Imoobk. 

Are we not brothers I 

Imog. So man and man should be ; 
But day and clay differs in dignity. 
Whose dust is both alike. I am Teiy sick. 

Guid* Go you to hunting, I'll abide with him. 

Imog* So sick I am' not^yet I am not well : 
So please you, leave me ; 

Stick to your journal course : the breach of custom 
Is breach of all. I am ill ; but your being by me 
Cannot amend me : Society is no comfort 
To one not sociable : I am not very sick, 
Since I can reason o£iu 'Pray you, thist file here. 

ChdiL Brodier, farewell. ^ 

Iifit^. I wish ye sport 

Arp* Ypu health. — % please you, ar. 

[Bela^xus^ 6uii>£Rius, and ArviIkagus 
([on/hr Wrf* 

tmog. [Asiae>] These are kind creatures. QaiMf 
what lies, I have h^ard! 
Our courtier9 saVy all's savage^ Jbut. at court.— 
I am sic^ stiUV heart sickr-^Pisanio, 
I'll now taste of thy drug. IDrinks (mt of the Phial 

Chdd. I could not stir him : 
He said, he was gentle, but unfortunate ; 
Dishonestly afliicted, but yet honest* 

Aro* Thus did he answer me : yet said^ hereafter 
I might know more. 

Bel. To th'«field, to th' field.— 
We'll leare vou for this time ; go in, and rest. 

Aro. We'll not bie Idng away. 

BeL 'Pray, be not sick ; 
For you must be our housewife. 

/ntcyf. Weil, or ifl, 
I am bound to you. [Exit Jmogkv, hUo the Caw» 

Bd. This youth, how^(sr di9treii0'd, appears, bp 
hath had 
Good ancestors. 
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Aro. How angel like he looks ! 
Nobly he yokes a smiling with a sigh. 

Guid. I do note» 
That grief and patiepce, rooted in him both. 
Mingle their spurs together. 

Bd. It is great morning. Come ; away. 

Cloten. [WUhin.] What, shall X never find this 
place • 

BeL %ho»s there ? 
[Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus retire* 

Enter Cloten. 

Cloten. I cannot find those runagate : that villain 
Hath mock'd me. [ExU Clotek. 

BeL Those runa^tes ! 
Means he not us ? I partly know him ; 'tis 
Cloten, the son o* the Queen. I fear some ambush, 

Guid' He is but one : You and my brother search 
What companies are near : 'pray you, away ; 
Let me alone with hipi. 

[Exeunt Bslarius and Arviragus. 

Enter Clotek. 

Cloten. Sofl! What are ^ou 
That fly me thus ? Some villain mountaineers I 
I have heard of such. 
Thou art a robber, 
A law-breaker, a villain : Yield thee, thief. 

Guid. To whom ? to thee ? what art thou I Have 
not I 
An arm as big as thine ? a heart as big ? 
Thy words, I grant, are bigger ; for I wear not 
My dagger in my mouth. Say, what thou art ; 
Why 1 should yield to thee. 

Cloten. Thou villain, base ! 
Know'st me not by my clothes ? 

Guid. Noy nor thy tailor, rascal^ 

p 2 



66 cruilUt^lL Ia6t iv,' 

Who is thy grandfather ! he made those clothes, 
Whichy as it seeddi^ md^e thee. 

Cloten. Thou iDJuriou^ thief, 
Hear but'itiv name» and tremble ! 

Guid* What's your name i 

Cloien^Chten^ tlioii villain ! 

Guidi Cloten» thdu dbublfe Tillain^ be thr name, 
I cannot tremble at it ; were't toad, or adder, spider, 
'Twould moTe me sooQer. 

Chtistt. To thy further fear, 
Nay, to thy mere confusion, thou shalt know 
Vm son to the Quecfn* 

GuiiL I'm sorry for't $ not seeming 
So wiorthy as thy birth. 

Cloten. Art not afear'd ? 

Guid> Those, that I reverence, those I fear ; the 
wise; 
At fools I laogh, not fear them. 

Chten. Die th6 death : 
When I have slain thee with niy proper hand, 
I'll follow those, that even now fled nence. 
And on the gates of Lud's town set your heads : 
yield, rustic mountaineer ! [Exeuntfjighting, 

Enter Bslarius und Arviragus. 

Bel. No company's abroad. 

Arv* None in the world : You did mistake him, 
sure. 

Bel. N6; time has notliing blurred those lines of 
favour 
Which then he woi:e ; the snatched in his voice. 
And burst of speaking, were as his : I am absolute, 
*Twas very Cloten. 

Arv. In this place we lefl them.—" 
But see, my brother ! 
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Enter Guidkrius. 

Gidd. This Clbten was a fool ; not Hercules 
Could have knockM out his brains, for he had none. 
Bel. What hast thou done ? 
Guid, Cut off one Cioten's head» 
Son to the Queen, after his own report ; 
Who aiSk*d me traitor, mountaineer ; and swore, 
Vl^th his own sinsle hand he'd tal^e us in. 
Displace our heads, where (thank the gods !) they 

grow. 
And set them on Lud'stown. 
BeL We are all undone. 

Guid* Why, worthy father, what have we to lose^ 
6ut, tiiat he swore to take, our lives ? The law 
Protects not os; then why should we be tender. 
To let an arrogant piece of flesh threat us ; 
PlajT judffe, and executioner, all himself; 
For we do fear the law ? — ^What company 
Discover you abroad ? 
BeL No single soul 
Can we set eye on ; but, in all safe reason, 
He must have some attendants ; 
It is not probable he would come alone*— 
1 had no mind 

To hunt this day : the boy Fidele's sickness 
Did make my way long forth* 
Quid With his own sword. 
Which he did wave against my throat, I've ta'en 
His head from him: PU throw't into the creek 
Behind out rock ; and let it to the sea. 
And tell the fishes, he's the queen's son, Cloten : 
lliat's all I reck. [Exit. 

BeL I fear, 'twill be revenged : 
*Would, Polydore, thou hadst not done't ! though 

valour 
Becomes thee well enough. 
Arv. 'Would I had done't ! 
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Bel. Well, 'tis dotie : — 
We'll hunt no more to-day, nor seek for danger 
Where there's no profit. I pr'ythee, to our rock ; 
You and Fidele play the cook^ : I'll stay 
Till hasty Polydore return, and bring hini 
To dinner presently. 

Aro. Poor sick Fidele ! 
I'll willingly to him : To gain his colour, ^ 
I*d let a parish of such Clotens blood. 
And praise myself for charity. [Exit, into the Cave. 

Beh O, thou goddess. 
Thou divine Nature, how thy^lf thovi blazon'st 
In these two princely boys ! They are as gentle 
As zephyrs, blowing below the violet. 
Not wagging his sweet head ; and yet as roiigh. 
Their royal plopd enchafed, as the rud'st wind. 
That by the top dotl^ take the mountain pine, 
And make him stoop to the vale. 'Tis wonderful. 
That an invisible in^tinc^ ^ould frame them 
To royalty unlearn'd ; honour un^u^ht ; 
Civility not seen from other; valouri 
That wildly grows in them» but yielus a crop 
As if it had been sow'd : Yet still it's strange, 
What Cloten's being here, to us portends : 
pr what his death will bring us* 

Enter Guiderius. 

Guid. Where's my brother ? 
I have sent Cloten's clotpoll down the stream, 
Jn embassy to his mother; his body's hostage 
For his return. [Solemn Music in th$ Cave. 

BeU My ingenious instrument !— 
Hark, Polydore ! it sounds ! Biit what occasion 
Hath Cadwal now to give it motion I Hark ! 

Guid, Is he at home ? 

Bel, He went hence even now. 

Guid, What does he mean ? 
Since death of my dear'st mother. 
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It did not speok before. AH i^leixin things ' 
Should answer solefhh ilccidddts. 

EnUr AaviRAous. 

BeL Look, here he comes ! 

jlrv. The bird is dea3y - , 

That we have made so much op. I tiad raider 
Have skipp'd from sixteen years of age to sixty. 
Than have seen thi& . ; . 

Guid. O sweetest » nlrest Ifly ! 
And art thou gpnOi m^ ppor^dele? , 

BeL Wh&t! is he dead ?^ How foupd you hijasl^ , 

Arv,. Stark : — sm^ihg, as some fly had tickled 
siamib^r. 
Not as death's dart, being laugfa'd at ? his right cheek 
Bepodng on a cushion* 

Guid. Where ? 

Aro. (y the floor; 
His arms thus leagued : I thought, he slept. 

BeL Great griefe, I see, medicine the loss : for 
Cloten 
Is quite forgot. He was a queen's son, boys ; 
And, thougn he ^atne our enemy, remember. 
He was paid for tha^ : 
Our foe was princely ; - ^ 

And though you took hUs life, as being our foe, 
Y6t bury hiib as ^ princie. Go, bring your lil^. 

[Exeunt GulDEftiua' and AftviRAOns tnto the 
C(we» 
O,melattdioly! 

Who ever yet could sound thy bottom ? — ^(ind 
Hie ooze, to show what coast thy sluggish care 
Might easiliest harbour in ? — ^Thou blessed thing i 
Jove knows what man thou might*st have made, 

but, ah ! 
Thou died'st, a most rare boy, of melancholy^ 
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En$er Guiderius and AnviUAGvafJram the Cave^ 

bearing Imogen's Body> 

Come, let us lay the bodies each by each, 

And strew them o'er with flow'rs ; and on the morrow 

Shall the earth receive then^. 

Aro. Sweet Vi^ele ! 
Fear no more the heat o' the sun, 

Nor the furious winter^s blast ; 
Thou thy worldly ta3k hast done, 

And the dream of life is past. 

Guid. Monarchs, sages, peasants, must 
IFollovfT thee, and come to dust. 

lExeunif beating the Boch. 



SCENE V. 



Cymbeline's Palace* 



Enter CYftfEBLiNE, Madan, Pxsanio, and 

Attendants. 

C^. Again ; and bring me word, how the queen 
docs. [Exit an Atteni^amt. 

A fever, with the absence of her son ; 
A madness, of which her life's in danger :— -Heavens, 
How deeply you at once do touch me ! — Imogen, 
The great part of my comfort, gone : My queen. 
Upon a desperate bed ; and in a time 
When fearful wars point at me : Her son gone. 
So needful for thb present ; It strikes me, past 
The hope of comfort — But £ot thee, fellow. 
Who needs must know of her departure^ and 
Dost seem so ignorant, we'll enforce it from thee 
By a sharp torture. 



9dmi VO CYMBBLINS. 71 

Puanio. Sir» my life is yours^ 
I humbly set it at your wuL 

Mad. Good my liege. 
The day that she was missing, he was here : 
I dare be bound he's true, and shall perform 
All parts of his subjection loyally. 
For Cloten,— 

There wants no diligence in seeking him, 
He will, no doubt, be found. 

Ctfn. The time is troublesome ; 
We'll slip you for a season : but our jealousy 
Does yet depend. 

Enter Locrine. 

* • ■ 

Lot. So please your majesty. 
The Roman legions, all from Gallia drawn, 
Are landed on your coast. 

Cym, Now ror the counsel of my son, ahd queen. ! 
Lefs withdraw; 

And meet the time, as it seeks us. We fear not 
What can from Italy annoy us ; but 
We grieve at chances here. 

{Exeunt CYMBEtiNE, Locrine, Mad AKf and 
Attendants. 




my mistress, wno did promise 
To yield me often tidings : Neither know I 
What is betid to Cloten ; but remain 
Perplex'd in all. The Heavens still must work : 
Wherein I'm false, I'm honest; not true, to be true. 
These present wars shall find I love my country. 
Even to the note o' the king, or I'll fall in them. 
All other doubts, by time, let them be dear'd: 
Fortune brings in some boats, that are not steer'd. 

[E»U> 



* 
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SCENE VI« 



A Forest f near the Cave.' 



Imogek and Cloten tUsccnered, lying on a Bank 
strewed mth Fknoers, — Imogen uvoakes* 

Imog. Yes, sir, to Milford-Hayen ; which is the 
way? 




s)eep.— [^^^S ^^ ^^i^' 

But, soft! no bedfellow:— 0, gods and godd^ses : 
These flowers are like the pleasures of the world; 
This bloody into, the 6are on't. — I hope, a dreain ^ 
For, so, I thought I was a cave-keeper, 
And cook to honest creatufesl ' 
Good faith, " 

I tremble still with fear : But if ^here be 
Yet left in hbaveh s^ small a drop of pity 
Ab a wren's eye/feaPd gods, a part of it ! 
The drebm^s li^re ^till : even wt^eh I wake, it is 
Without me, ^ Within me ; nbVimagined, felt. — 
A headless man I — 'the garments bfPosthun^us !— 
Oh, he ^ raurder'd I— ' 
Pisanxq,— * 

'Tis thou conspiring with that devil, Cloten, 
Hast h6re cidt off my lord. — 
Pisanio? * 

How should this be i — Pisanio ?— 
'tis he :— 
The drug he gave me, which, he said, was precious 
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And cordial to me, have I not found it 
Murd*rous to the senses ? That confirms it home : 
This is Pisanio's deed, and Cloten's : 01 — 
All curses madded Hecuba save the Greeks, 
And mine to boot, be darted on them !— 
O, my lord ! my lord ! 

EtUer Caius Lucius, Varus, and Soldiers. 

Varus. The senate hath stirr'd up the confinerSi 
And gentlemen of Italy ; most wilhng spirits, 
That promise noble service : and they come 
Under the conduct of bold lachimo. 
Sienna's brother. 

Luc. When expect you them ? 

Varus. With the next benefit o' the wind. 

Lmc This .forwardness 
Makear our hopes fair. — 
Soft, ho ! what trunk is here 
Without his top ? The ruin speaks, that some time 
It was a worthy building. How ! a page !— - 
Or dead, or sleeping on him ? But dead, rather ; 
For nature doth abhor to make his bed 
With the defunct, or sleep upon the dead.— - 
Let's see the boy's face. 

Varus. He is alive, my lord. 

Lmc. He'll then instruct us of this body.— Young 
one. 
Inform us of thy fortunes ; for, it seems, 
They crave to be demanded : Who is this 
Thou mak'st thy bloody pillow i 
What's thy interest 

In this sad wreck i How came it ? Who is it ? 
What art thou ? 

Imog, I am nothing : or if not. 
Nothing to be were better. This was my master^ 
A very valiant Briton, and a good, 
That here by mountaineers lies slain :—- Alas' ^ 
There are no more such masters ! 
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Luc. Xacky good youth 1 
Thou mov'st no less with thy complaining, than 
Thy master in bleeding : Say, thy name, good boy. 

Imog. Fidele, sir. 

Luc. Thy name well fits thy faith : — 
\^lt take thy chance with me ? I will not say. 
Thou shalt be so well mastered ; but, be sure, 
No less beloved. 
Go with me. 

Imog. V\\ follow, sir. But, first, an't please the 
gods, 
I'll hide my master from the flies, as deep 
As these poor pick-axes can dig : and when 
With wild-wood leaves, and weeds, I have strew'd his 

grave. 
And on it said a century of prayers. 
Such as I can, twice o'er, I'll weep, and sigh ; 
And, leaving so his service, follow you* , 
So please you, entertain me. 

Luc. Ay, good youth; 
And rather &ther thee, than master thee.— 
My friends. 

The boy hath taught us manly duties : Let us 
Find out the prettiest daisied plot we can, 
And make him, with our pikes and partizans^ 
A grave : Come, arm him. 
Boy, he is preferred 

By thee, to us ; and he shall be interred 
As soldiers can. — Be cheerful, wipe thine eyes : 
Some fails are means the happier to arise. 

[As the SojjDiERS are taking up the Body^ the 
Curtain JaUs* 
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ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCENE I. 



The Forest. 



Drums^ Trumpets^ Sfc. • 

Enter BelAkivs, Guiderius, and Abviragus, 

Guid. The noise s round d>out us. 

Bel. Let us from it. 
Weil higher to the mountains ; there secure us. 
To the king's party there's no going ; newness 
Of Cloten's death (we being not known, nor muster'd 
Among the bands), may drive us to a render 
Where we have lived ; and so extort from us 
That, which we have done, whose answer would be 

death. 
Drawn on with torture. 

Gmd. This is, sir, a doubt. 
In such a time, nothing becoming you. 
Nor satisfying us. 

Arv» It is not likely, 
That, when they hear the Roman horses neigh. 
Behold their quartered fires, have both their eyes 
And ears, so cloy'd importantly as now, 
That they will waste their time upon our note. 
To know from whence we are. 

Bel. O, I am known 
Of many in the army : 
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And, besides, the King 

Hath not deserved my service nor your loves* 

Guid. Tray, sir, to the army : 
I and my brother are not known ; yourself. 
So out of thought, and thereto so o'ergrown. 
Cannot be questioned. 

Arv^ By this sun that shines, 
I'll thither ! What thing is it, that I never 
Did see man die 1 scarce ever look'd on blood. 
But that of coward hares, hot goats, and venison ! 
I am ashamed 

To look up6n the holy sun, to have 
The benefit of his bless'd beams, remaining 
So long a poor unknown. 

Guid, By Heavens, I'll go ! 
If you will bless me, sir, and give me leave^ . \ 
I'll take the better care ; but if you will not. 
The hazard therefore due, f^U on me, by 
The hands of Romans ! 

Ar<Q' So §ay I ; Amen ! 

Bel, No reason I, since en your lives you set 
So slight a v^Iuatiop, should reserve 
My crack'd one to more care. Have with you, boy^ \ 
If in your country wars you chance to die. 
Thai; is my bed, too, ladis, and there I'll lie. [ExeufiU 

Prums, Trump^Sf S^e^ 
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SCBNE II. 

A Plaiuy hetuoeen the BritiA and Roman Camps* 

Enter Postrumus, toUh a bloody Handkerchief, 

Poei. Yea, bloody cloth, Til keep thee; for I 
wish'd 
Thou should'st be coloured thus* You married onesi 
^each of you would take this course!^ how many 
Must murder wives much better than themselves, 
For wrying but a little ! — O, Pisanio ! 
£veTy gocd servant does not all commands : 
No bond, but to do just ones. — Gods ! if you 
Should have ta'en vengeance on my faults, I never 
Had lived to put on this : so had you saved 
The noble Imogen to repent; and struck 
Me,—- wretch ! — more worth your vengeance,-*- 
But Imogen is your own : Do your best wills, 
And make me bless'd to obey : — I am brought hither 
Among the Italian gentry, and to fight 
Against my lady's &gdom : 'Tis enough 
That, Britain, I have kiU'd thy mistress ; peace ! 
ni give no wound to thee. Therefore, good Heavens, 
Hear patiendy my purpose : I have conceal'd 
My Italian weeds, under this semblance of 
A Briton peasant : so Pll fight 
Against the part I come with ; so I'll die 
For thee, O Imogen ! even for whom my life 
Is, every breath, a death : and thus, unknown. 
Pitied nor hated, to the face of peril 
Myself 1*11 dedicate. [DnanSf Trumpets, Sfc» 

Gods, put the strength o* the Leonati in me I 
To shame the guise o' the world, I will begin 
The fiishion, less without, and more within. 

[Drums, Trumpetty S^x^'^^ExiU 

q2 
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SCENE III. 



The Field of Battle. 



Alarums, 



An Engagement hetvoeen the Britons and the Romans-^ 

the Britons are repulsed^ 

JS«^erP«3THUMup and lACHiMo^ghting* — Iachimo 

is disarmed* 

Post. Or yield thee, Roman, or thou diest ! 

lach. Peasant, behold my breast ! 

Post, No ; take thy life, and mend it. [Exit. 

lach. The heaviness and guilt within my bpsom 
Takes off my manhood : I have belied a lady, 
The princess of this country, and the air on't 
Kevengingly enfeebles me ; or could this carl, 
A very drudge of nature's, have subdued me 
In my profession ? Knighthoods and honours, borne 
As I wear mine, are titles but of scorn. 
With Heaven against me, what is sword or shield ? 
My guilt, my guilt overpowers me, and I yield. 

[DrumSf Trumpets^ S^c. — Exit* 

An Engagement between the Britons and the Romans^ 
in imich the Romans jiy before Belarius, GuiDE'^ 
jiius and Arviragus, 
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SCBNE IV< 



The Forest i near the Cave^ 
Drums, Trumpets j S^c. 

Enter Pxsanio and M adak. 

Mad. This is a day turn'd strangely. 
Cam'st thou from where they made the stand I 

Pisanio* I did: 
Though you, it seems, come from the fliers. 

Mad. I did. 

Pisanio, No blame be to you, sir ; for all was lost^ 
But that the heavens fought: The king himself. 
Of his wings destitute, the army broken. 
And but the backs of Britons seen, all-flying 
Through a straight lane : the enemy full hearted. 
Lolling the tongue with slaughtering, struck down 
Some mortally, some slightly touched, some falling 
Merely through fear; that the straight pass was 

damm'd 
With dead men, hurt behind, and cowards living 
To die with lengthened shame. 

JMad. Where was this lane ? 

Pisanio. Close by the battle, ditch'd, and wall'd 
with turf; 
IVhich gave advantage to an ancient soldier ; 
(An honest one, I warrant ;) — athwart the lane. 
He, with two striplings, (lads, more like to run 
The country base, than to commit such slaughter,) 
Made good the passage ; cried to the fliers, ** Stand ! 
Or we are Romans, and will give you that 
Like beastSj which you shun beastly ; and may save» 



But to Idok back in frown : stand, stand 1"— These 
three— 
Mad. Were there hot three ? 
Pisanio. There was a fourth man, in a poor rustio 
habit. 
That stood Uie fitmt witfi theoL These matchless 

four, 
Accommodated by the place, gilded pale looks; 
Fart, shame ; part, spirit renevrd; that some, turn'd 

coward. 
But by example, 'gan to look 
The way that thev did, and to grin like lions 
Upon the pikes o' the hunters. Then began 
A stop i' tne chas^, a retire ; anon, 
A rout, confusion thick; and the event, 
A victory for us. 

Mad* This was strange chance.-^ 
An old man, two boys, and a poor rustic ! 
Pisanio. Nay, do not wonder: — ^go with me, and 
see . 

These wonders, sir, and job the general joy, 

[Jhwrts, TrunrpetSf Sfc^^ExeunU 
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4noiher Part of the Forest. 



Enter Posthumus. 

Post, To*day, how many would have given their 
honours 
Tahave saved their carcasses ? took hed to do*t. 
And yet died too?— -I| in nune own woe charm'cl, 
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Could not find death, where I did hear him groan ; 

Nor feel him, where he struck*—- 

Well, I will find him : 

No more a Briton, I have resumed again 

The part I came in : Fight I will no more. 

But yield me to the veriest hind, that shall 

Once touch my shoulder. Great the slaughter is 

On either side. For me, my ransom's death ; 

On either side I come to spend my breath ; 

Which neither here I'll keep, nor bear again^ 

But end it by some means for Imogen. [EoA, 



SCENE VI. 



Ctmbeline's TenL 



A Retreat sounded* 



Ctmbbline, Bblarius, Guidebius, Aryiragus, 
FisANio, and British Soldiers, discovered, 

Cytn. Stand by my side, you, whom the gods have 
made 
Preservers of my throne. Woe is my heart. 
That the poor soldier, that so richly fought. 
Whose rags shamed gilded arms, whose naked breast 
Stepp'd before targe of proof, cannot be found : 
He shall be happy, that can find him, if 
Our grace can make him so. 

Bel. I never saw 
Such noble fury in so poor a thing* 
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^w. No ii£iigs of him ? 

PUanio. He baUi been seordiManioiig the dead and 
Ihiog, ^ 

But no trace of hiou 

Cym. To my gxie^ I am 
The h^ of Us reward ; whidi I will add 
To yotty the liver, heart, and brain of Britain, 

\To BtLARius, GmntRius, and Aryibagxts. 
By whom, I grant, she lives: Tis now the time 
To ask of whence yon are i — report iL 

BeL Sir, 
In Cambria are we bom, and gentlemen : 
Fiirther to boast were neither true nor modest. 
Unless I add, we are honest. 

Cym. Bow your knees : 
Arise, my knights o' the battle ; I create you 
Companions to our person, and will fit you 
With dignities becoming your estates. 

[JDrumi and Trumpets, 

Enter Locrine, Madak, Iachimo, Caius Lucius, 
Imogen, Roman Prisoners, fn Chains; aju/PosT- 
HUMUS behind^ gtmrded hy British Soldiers. 

Thou comest not, Caius, now for tribute ; that 
Britons have raxed out, thbugh with the loss 
Of many a bold one^ ^ose kinsmoi have made isolt^ 
That their good soids may be appeased mth slaugh- 
ter 
Of you their captives, which ourself have granted : 
So, think of your estate. 

Luc Consider, sir, the chance of war ; the day 
Was yours by accident ; had it gon^ with us. 
We &ould not, when the blood was cool, have 

threatenM 
Our prisoners with the sword. But, since the god|B 
Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives 
May be call'd ran8dm> let it come : sufficetb, 



A Boman with a Roman's heart can suffer : 

Aoguatos lives to think on't 3 And so much 

'For my peculiar care. This one thing only 

I win entreat; my boy^ a Briton born, 

]L.et bim be ransom'd : never master had 

A page so kind, so duteous, diligent : 

He hath done no Briton harm, 

Thoogh he hath served a Roman : Save him, nr. 

And spare no blood beside. 

Cfffn, I have surely seen him ; 
His favour is fomiliar to me. 
Boy, thou hast looked thyself into my grace. 
And art mine own. I know not why, nor where- 
fore, 
To say, live, boy : ne*er thank thy master ; live : 
And iak of Cymbeline what boon tbpu wilt. 
Fitting my bounty, and thy state, I'll give it ; 
Yea, though thou do demand a prisoner. 
The noblest ta'ep. [Imogen lo<As at Iachimo. 

Sjiow'st him thou look'st on ? speak, 
WHt have him live ? Is he thy kin ? thy friend ? 

Imog. He is a Roman ; no more kin to me, 
Than I to your highness; who, being born your 

vassal. 
Am something nearer, 

Cym, Wherefore ey'st him so ? 
Itmig. ni tell you, sir, in private, if you please 
To give me hearing. 

Ci^fiu Ay, with all my heart : 
Walk with me ; speak freely. 

[Cymbelinb and Imogen i»alk aside^ 
BeL Is not this boy revived from death ? 
Arv. One sand another 
Not more resembles : — That sweet rosy lad. 
Who died, and was Fidele : — What think you ? 
Guid* The same dead thing alive. 
BeL Peace, peace \ see further. 
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Pisanio* lAside,*] It is my mistress : 
Since she is livingy let the time run on. 
To goody or bad. 

Cymbeline and Imogen comejbrtvard. 

Cym, Come,- stand thou by our side ; 
Make thy demand aloud.— i>Siry step you forth ; 

[To Iachimo. 
Give answer to this boy, and do it freely ; 
Or, by our greatness. 
Bitter torture shall 
Winnow the truth from falsehood.^ — On, speak to him. 

Imog. My boon is, that this gentleman may render 
Of whom he had this ring. 

Post. [AsideA What's that to him ? 

Cym, That diamond upon your finger, say, 
How came it yours ? 

lack, Thou'lt torture me to leave unspoken that 
Which, to be spoke, would torture thee. 

Cym, How ! me I 

lack, I am glad to be constrained to utter that 
which 
Torments me to conceal. By villainy 
I got this ring ; 'twas Leonatus' jewel. 
Whom thou didst banish; and (which mtsk^ may 

grieve thee, 
As it doth me,) a nobler sir ne'er lived 
'Twixt sky and ground. Will you hear more, my 
lord ? 

Cym, All that belongs to this. 
• lack, I'hat paragon, thy daughter, — 
For whom my heart drops blood, and my false spirits 
Quail to remember, — Give me leave ; I faint. 

Cym. My daughter! what of her? Renew thy 
strength : 
I had rather thou should'st live while nature will^ 
Than die ere I bear more. 
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lack. Upon a timey (unhappy was the clock 
That struck the hour !) it was in Rome^ (accursed 
The mansion where !) 'twas at a feast> (Oh, 'would 
Our viands had been poison'd ! or^ at least. 
Those which I heaved to head I) the good Posthu- 
mus — 

Cym. Come to the matter. 

lach^ Your daughter's chastity — there it begins. — 
He spake of her, as Dian had hot dreams. 
And she alone wore cold : whereat, I, — wretch ! — 
Made scruple of his praise ; and wager'd with him 
Pieces of gold, 'gainst this which then he wore 
Upon his honour'd finger, to attain 
In suit the place of his bed, and win this riog ' 
By hers and mine adultery. 
Away to Britain 

Post I in this design : well nflly you, sir. 
Remember me at court, where I was taught, 
Of your chaste daughter, the wide difference 
'Twixt amorous and villainous ; — 
To be brief, my practice so prevaii'd, 
That I return'd, with similar proof enough 
To make the noble Leonatus mad, 
By wounding his belief in her renown 
With tokens thus, and tlius ; 
That he could not 

But think her bond of chastity quite crack'd, 
I having ta'en the forfeit. Whereupon,— 
Methinks, 1 see him now, 

Po^. Ay, so thou dost, , {^Coming Jbnaard* 

Italian fiend ! — Ah me, most credulous fool, 
Egregious murderer, thief, any thing 
That's due to all the villains past, in being, 
To come !— -Oh> give me cord, or knife, or poison. 
Some upright justicer! Thou,, king, send out 
For torturers mgenious : v 
[ am Posthumus, 
That kill'd thy daughter :<*-.the temple 

H 
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Of virtue was sbe ; yea, and she herself 

Spity and throw stones, cast mire upon me : set 

The dogs o* the street to bay me : every vfllain 

Be call'dy Posthumus Leonatus ; and 

Be villainy less than 'twas ! — Oh, Imogen 1 

My queen, my life, my wife ! Oh, Imogen^ 

Imogen, Imogen ! 

Imog, Peace, my lord ; hear, hea r 

Post. Thou scornful page, there is no peace for me. 

[Striking her; skeJidU. 

Pisanio. Ob, gentlemen, help, help 
Mine, and your mistress : — Oh, my Lord Posthumus ! 
You ne'er kili'd Imogen till now : — Help I help 1-— 
Mine honoured lady ! 

Post. How come these staggers on me ? 

Pisanio* Wake, my mistress ! 

Cvm. If this be so, Gie gods do mean to strike me 
To oeath with mortal joy. 

Imog. Why did you throw your wedded lady from 

you? 

Tliink, that you are upon a rock; and now. 
Throw me again. [Runs into his Anns* 

Post. Hang there like fruit, my soul. 
Till the tree die ! 

Ci/m. My child ! my child ! my dearest Imogen ! 
Imog. Your blessing, sir. [Kneeling. 

Bel. Though you did love this youth, I blame you 
not; 
Yoyi had a motive for't. 

[To GuiDERius and Arviraous. 
Cym. Imogen, 
Thy mother's dead. 
Imog. I am sorry for't, my lord. 
Cym^ Oh, she was naught ; and 'long of her it was. 
That we meet here so strangely ; but her son 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where. 

[Pisanio and Imogen retire with Posthumus^ 
the GuARPS take off hit Chains. 
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Guid* Let me end his story : 
Twas I that slew^ him. 

Cyot. Marry, the gods forefend ! 
I would not thy good deeds should from my lips 
Plu(^ a hard sentience : 'pr'ythee, valiant youths 
I>eny't again. 

Gutd, I have spoke it, and I did it. 

Ckfm. He was a prince. 

Guido A most uncivil one : the wrongs he did me 
Were nothing prince-iike ; for he did provoke me 
With language that would make me spurn the sea^ 
If H could so roar to me : I cut off's head ; 
And am right glad, he is not standing here 
To tell this tale of mine. 

Ci^» I am sorry for thee : 
By thine own tongue thou art condemn'd, and must . 
Eiidure our law. — Bind the ofiender. 
And take him^ from our presence. [Guards advance, 

Bel. Stay, sir king : 
This man is better than the man he slew, 
As well descended as thyself; and hath 
More of thee merited, than a band of Ciotens 
Had ever scar for. — Let his arms alone ; 

[To the Guards. 
They were not bom for bondage. 

Cynt. Why, old soldier, 
Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for, 
By tasting of our wrath F How of descent 
As good as we ? 

BeL I am too blunt, and saucy : Here's my knee : 
Mighty sir, 

These two young gentlemen, that call me father. 
And think they are my sons, are none of mine ; 
They are the issue of your loins, my \ieget 
And blood of your begetting. 

PosTHUMUs, Imogen, and Pisanio, comejbrtuard, 
Cym. How I my issue i 
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Bel So sure as you your father's.^ I, old Morgan^ 
Am that Belarius whom you some time banish'd : 
Your pleasure was my mere offence, my punishment 
Itself, and all my treason ; that I su^r*^ 
Was a)l the harm I did These gentle princes 
(For such, and so they are,) these twenty years 
Have I trained up : those arts they hare, as I 
Could put into them. — But, gracious sir. 
Here are your sons again ; and I must lose 
Two of the sweet'st companions in the world :r— 
The benediction of these covering heavens 
F^l on their heads like dew ! for they are worthy 
To inlay heaven with stars. 

Cym. Thou weep'st, and speak'st. — 
I lost my children ; 

If these be they, I know not how to wish 
A pair of worthier 8ons.-^Guiderius had 
Upon, his neck a mole, a sangume star ; 
It was a mark of wonder. 

Bel This is he; 
Who hath upon him still that natural stamp : 
It was wise Nature's end in th^ donation. 
To be his evidence now* 

Cjfm. Bless'd may you be, 
That, after this strange starting from your orbs. 
You may reign in them now !---Ohy Imogen, 
Thou hast lost by this b kingdom* 

Imog* No, my lord; 
I have got two worlds by't — Oh, my gentle brothers, 
Have we thus met i Oh, never say hereafter. 
But I am truest speaker: you call'd me brother. 
When I was but your sister ; I you brothers. 
When you were so indeed. 

Ci^. Did you e*er meet?— 

Arv. Ay, my good lord. 

Guid. And at first meeting loved. 

CjjffH. Oh, rare instinct! 
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When shall d hear all through ? — >How lived jo\\ ? 

where ? 
And when came you to serve our Roman captive ? 
How parted with your brothers ? how first met them ? 
Why fled you from the court ^ aad whither ? 
But nor the time; nor place, 
Will serve our long interrogatories. — See, 
Postbumus anchors upon Imogen ; 
And she, like harmless lightning, throws her eye 
On him. — ^AU o'erjoy*d. 

Save these Jn bonds; let them be joyful too> 

For they shall taste our comfort. — 

[Guards take off" their Chains, 

The forlorn soldier^ that so nobly foughty 

He would have well becomed this place, and graced 

The thankings of a king. 
Post, I am, sir. 

The soldier that did .company these three 

In poor beseeming ; 'twas a fitment for 

The purpose I then follow'd : — That I was he. 

Speak, lachimo; I had you down, and might 

Have made you finish. 

lack. I am down again : [Kneels* 

But now my heavy conscience sinks my knee. 

As then your force did. — 

But, your ring first ; 

And here the bracelet of the truest princess, 

That ever swore her faith :— 

Now take that life, 'beseech you, 

Which I so oflen owe. 
Post. Kneel not to me : 

The power that I have on you is to spare you ; 

The malice towards you, to forgive you : — Live, 

And deal with others better. 
Cym» Nobly doom'd : 

We 11 learn our freeness of a son-in-law ; 

Pardon's the word to all — Laud we the gods ; 

And let our crooked smokes climb to their nostrils 
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From our bless'd altars ! — Set we forward : Let 
A Roman and a British ensign wave 
Friendly together : so through Lud's town march : 
Set on there : — Never was a war did cease, 
£re bloody hands were wash'd> with such a peace. 
[^Exeunt omnes. — Drums and Trumpets. 
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tlEMARKS. 



This play comprehends a period of about four 
years ; and the whole story is exactly followed, and 
many of the principal speeches exactly copied} from 
die life of Coriolanus in nutarcli. 

Dr Johnson says, ** the tragedy of Coriolanus is 
one of the most amusing of our author's perform- 
ances.'^ To those persons, who do not prefer a love 
tale to every other dramatic subject, this opinion 
must appear just; for the hero and heroine of the 
drama are both so inimitably drawn, that it is impos- 
sible not to feel the deepest interest in all their con- 
flicts. 

The vices and virt^es of Coriolanus are blended^ 
by the poet's hand, with the nicest observance of fi- 
lial similitude> as well as of filial piety. He possesses, 
in his military character, all the fire, courage, and 
ambition of his mother — and, as a politician, all the 
woman's vanity, and petty pride. Yet no one can be 
offended with this spoiled child for his humours, as 
he retains a most grateful sense of that maternal ten- 
derness which inspired his thirst of fame ; though it 
possibly had impeded the philosophical strength of 
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mind which would have rendered his valour of im«* 
portance. 

Volumnia, indeed, by these words, ** thy valiant- 
ness was mine, thou suck'dst it firom me ; but owe 
thy pride thyself,'*^ disclaims her sex's prevailing 
folly; but her son has just before told her, that he 
imbibed his contempt £br the plebeian race from her ; 
of course, it was she who engrafted that stem of 
haughtiness which sprouted ta his ruin ; his manly 
disposition not temporizing, like hers, to- make it 
pliant by deceit. 

With aH their; faults, this mother and son produce 
atienes the n^ost affecting, because the most naturaf, 
that were ever, perhaps, written for persons of their 
eleiltied rank in life. Here» in the part of Coriola- 
Aus^ human nature, in the likeness of a stubborn 
schoolboy, 'as well as of the obstinate general of an 
army, is so exquisitely delineated, that every mental 
trait of the one can be discerned in the propensities 
of the other* so as forcibly to call to the recollection, 
that children are the originals of men. 

Volumnia, too, with all her seeming heroism, so 
dazzling to common eyes, is woman to the very heart. 
One, whose understanding is by no means ordinary, 
but which extends no further than the customary 
point of woman'tf sense — to do mischief. She taught 
her son to love glory, but to hate his neighbours ; 
and thus made his skill in arms a scourge to his own 
country. But, happily, her feminine spirit did not 
stop here ; for, terrified at the peril which threatened 
Rome from the hand of this darling son, she averted. 

1 
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the frightful danger of a city in flames^ by the care- 
le» sacrifice of his life to the enemy. 

All these inconsistencies in Volumnia do not, how- 
ever, make that great woman less admired or belo* 
?0d. The frailties of her and her son constitute the 
pathetic parts of this tragedy, which are wonderfully 
moving. These perso^iages talk so well, and at times 
act so well, that their pitiable follies, couched beneath 
such splendid words and deeds, raise a peculiar sym- 
pathy in the heart of frail man ; who, whilst he be« 
holds this sorrowful picture of human weakness, dis« 
cems along with it his own likeness, and obtains an 
instructive lesson. 

This noble drama, in which Mr Kemble reaches 
the utmost summit of the actor's art, has been with- 
drawn from the theatre of late years, for some reasons 
of state. When the lower order of people are in good 
plight, they will bear contempt with cheerfulness, 
aad even with mirth ; but poverty puts them out of 
humour at the slightest disrespect. Certain sen- 
tences in this play are, therefore, of dangerous ten- 
dency at certain times, though at other periods they 
are welcomed with loud applause. 

As *' Coriolanus'* is now once more brought upon 
the stage, and the voice of the public has hailed its 
return, this circumstance may be received as a joy- 
ful evidence — that the multitude at present are con- 
tent in their various stations ; and can, therefore, tu> 
this little dramatic history, amuse themselves with 
beholding, free from anger and resentment, that vaiu- 
^lory, which presumes to despise them. 

A 2 



DEAMATIS PBRSONifi. 



GAIUS MaRCIUS CORlOLANUa 

ISouMQ Marcius 

CjOMINfUS 

Mensnius 

SiCINIUS 

Brutus 

BoMAM Officers 



CtTIZENS 

TULLUS AUFIBIUS 
VOLUSIUS 

VoLsciAN Officers 



VOLUUMIA 
VlRQILIA 

Valeria 
Servilia 



Mr Kemble. 
Master Goodwiiu 
Mr CremeU. 
Mr Munden. 
Mr Chapman* 
Mr Murray. 

f Mr Jeffhies* 

\Mr FiM 

{Mr Simmons. 
Mr Emery. 
Mr Beverley. 
Mr Atkins. 
Mr Pope. 
Mr daremont. 

{Mr Trehy. 
Mr Klanert. 
Mr Fairhrother. 
Mr L. B(dognan 

Mrs Siddons. 
Miss Bruntqn. 
Mrs Humphries* 
Miss Logan. 



Senators^ Priests^ Matroks» Virgins^ Geke- 
BALSy Officers^ Lictors, Soldiers, and Ci« 



SCENE'^BwiefanitheTerritmesofthe Volicians. 



CORIOLANU^ 



ACT THE FIRST. 

SCENE I. 

A tumuUuous Noise mthoui, 

t 

Enter a Company qfmuiinotis Citizens. 

1 Cii. Before we proceed any further, hear me 
qpeak. 

All* Speak, speak. 

1 CU. You ajre all resdved ratber to die than to 
fiiinish? 

AU. Resohredy resolved. 

1 Cii. First, you knoir, Caius Marcius is chief 
enemy to the peopte. 

All. We know'ty we know't. 

1 Cit. Let us kill him, and we'll have corn at our 
own price. Is't a verdict ? 

Au. Let it be done ; away, away ! 
* 2 CiL One word, good citizens. Would you pro* 
ceed especially against Caius Marcius ? 

1 Cit, Against him first ; he's a very dog to the 
commonalty. 
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2 Cit. Consider you what services he has done for 
his country ? 

1 Cit. Very well ; — and could be content to give 
him good report for't, but that he pays himself with 
being proud. 

2 Cit. Nay, but speak not maliciously. 

1 Cit, I say unto you, what he hath done famous- 
ly, he did it to please his mother, and to be partly 
proud ; which he is, even to the altitude of his virtue. 

2' Cit. What he cannot help in his nature, you ac- 
count a vice in him : you must in no way say he is 
covetous. 

1 Cit. If I must not, I need not be barren of accu* 
sations ; he hath faults with surplus, to tire in repe- 
tition. [Shouts without.] What shouts are these ? the 
other side o' the city is risen ; why stay we prating 
here } to the capital. 

AIL Come, come. [Shouts again. 

Enter Caius Marcius and Menenius. 

Mar. What is the matter, you dissentious rogues ? 

1 Cii. We have ever your good word. 

Mar. He, that will give good words to you, will 
flatter 
Beneath abhorring. What would you have, you 

curs. 
That like not peace nor war ? The one afirights you. 
The other makes you proud. He that trusts to you^ 
Where he should find you lions, finds you hares ; 
Where foxes, geese. 
Hang ye— trust ye ! 

With every minute you do change a mind. 
And call him noble, that was now your hate* 
Him vile, that was your garland. What's the matter, 
Ti at in the several places of the city, 
Ycu cry against the noble senate, who, 
UiiUer the gods, keep you in awe, which else 



Would feed on one another ! What's their ieek« 

ing ? 
Men, For corn at their own rates ; whereof th^jr 

say. 
The city is well stored. 

Mar. Hang 'em ! they say >^ — 
They'll sit by the fi^e, an4 presume to knoiT 
What's done i' the capitol ; 
Making parties strpng. 

And feebling such as stand not in Aeir likingv 
B^w their coKbled shoes. 
They aajf there^ grain enoi^h ! 
Would the nobility lay aside their ruth, 
And let me use my sword, I'd make a^ quarry 
WJUl thousands of these q.uprter'd slaves, 98 high 
As I could pick my lance. 

Jtfkn. But, I beseedi you. 
What says the other troop ? 
Mar. They are dissolved t 
They said, they were an-hungry ; sigh'd fortli pro- 

verbs ;— 
That ** Hunger broke stone walls^''-— that, ^ IX^ 

must eat,"— « 
That, << Meat was made for moudis,"— that, *^ The 

gods sent not 
Com for the rich men only :"— With these shreds 
They vented their complainings: which being an* 

swer'd, 
And a petition granted them, a strange one^-— 
To break the heart of generosity. 
And make bold power look pale,— they threw their 

cape. 
As they would hang them on the horns o' the moon, 
Shouting their emulation. 
Men. What is granted them ? 
Mar. Five trimines, to defend their vulgar wis 

doms. 
Of their own chcnce. One's Junius Brutus, 
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Sidoius VelutuSy and I know not— -— 'Sdeath ! 
The rabble should have first unroof 'd the citj> 
Ere so prevails with me : it will, in time, 
Win upon power, and throw forth greater themes 
For insurrection's arguing. 
Men* This is strange. 

Enter an Offices. 

Where's Caius Marcius ? 
tar. Here — What is the matter ? 
Offi. The news is, sir, the Volscians are in arms. 
Mar. I am glad on't ; then we shall have means to 
vent 
Our musty superfluity* ' 

Enter Cominius, Lictors, Sicinius, and Brutes. 

Com. Marcius, 'tis true, that you have lately told 
us, 
The Volscians are in arms. 

Mar. They have a leader, 
Tullius Aufidius, that will put you to^t. 
I sin in envying his nobility : 
And, were I any thing, but what I am^ 
I'd wish me only he. 

Com. You have fought together ? 

Mar. Were half to half the world by the ears, 
and he 
Upon my party, I'd revolt, to make 
Only my wars with him : he is a lion 
That I am proud to hunt. 

Men. Then, worthy Marcius, 
Attend upon Cominius to these wars. 

Com. It is your former promise; 

Mar. Sir, it is ; 
And I am constant : — thou 
Shalt see me once more strike at Tullus' face. 

Men. O, true bred ! 

Com. Your company to the capitol : where, I know. 
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Our greatest friends attend ui|^ 

Mot. Lead you on.' 

[EMeunt Officer, Lictors, and Gominius* 

Jlfen. Hence ! to your homes,— begone. 

Mar, Nay» let them follow ; 
The Volscians have much corn : take these rats 

thither. 
To gnaw their garners, — Worshipful mutineers. 
Your valour puts well forth ;— 'pray, follow. 

[Exeunt Menenius, Caius MARCiuSy and 
Citizens. 

Sic. Was ever man so proud, as is this Marcius ? 

Bhu He has no equal. 

$ra When we were chosen tribunes for the peo- 
ple,— 

Bru. Mark'd you his lip, and eyes ? 

Sc. Nay, but his taunts. 

Bru, Being moved, he will not spare to gird the 
gods. 
The present wars devour him ! He is grown 
Too proud to be so valiant. 

Sic. Such a nature, 
Tidded with good success, disdains the shadow 
Which he treads on at noon. But 1 do wonder 
His insolence can brGk)k to be commanded 
Under Cominius. 

Bru. Fame, at the which h^ aiips. 
In whom already he is well graced, cannot 
Better be held, nor more attained, than by 
A place below the first ; for what miscarries 
Shall be the general's fault, though he perform 
To the utmost of a man ; and giddy censure 
Will then cry out of Marcius, ** O, if he 
Had borne the business i" 

Sic. Besides, if things go well. 
Opinion, that so sticks on Marcius^ shall 
€n his demerits rob Cominius. 



Bnu Come; 
Half all Cominius' honours are t^ .MartuiKy 
Though Marqius earn'd them not; and all hif 

faults 
To Marcius shall be honour^ thougi^ iudeed^ 
In aught he merit not. 

Sic. Let's hence, and hear 
How the dispatch is made ; and in what fi|shi(m» 
More than his singularitjr, be gpes 
Upon this present action* 

Bru. Let's ^ong. [E^eunU 






An ApdTtment iif Caius MARCiys' House t» Rome. 

Et^ter VoiiiUMNiA and^ViviGittA^ 

VoL I pray you, dao^itor^ sisg, or eitpreds ydtiiv 
self in a more cdmfort^le sort : If my son ^ete te^ 
husband, I would freely rerjoice in tha$ abaenefe» 
wherein he won honour. When yet he Vtras bui 
tender bodied, and my only son ; when youth ^th 
comeliness pkiqk'd all gaze his w^; when, for •« 
day of a king's entreaties, a mother should notsdi hxoo, 
an hour' from her beholding: L^— considering ho# 
honour would become such a person : that it waft no 
better than picture-like to hang by the wall, if renowai 
made \i not sticy-^was pleaaed to let him aeek dangeH^j^ 
where he was like to find fame ; to a cnsel war I iedi 
him; from whence he retum'd, his browi bound 
with oak. I teQ thee, diughter, I sprang net moi^ 
in joy at first hearing he was et iliaii^cfaild, ttan iloW 
in first seeing he bad proved himself f^ man, 
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Vir- But had he died in the businesy^ madaip I how 
then? 

V(d, Then his good report should have been my 
ton. Hear me profess sincerely : — Had I a dozen 
sons,'— -each in my love alike, and none less dear than 
thine and my good iVf arcius, — 1 had rather had eleven 
die nobly for their country, than one voluptuo^6l)r 
surfeit out of action. 

Enter Servilia. 

Ser. Madam, the Lady Valeria is com^ to visit you. 

V%r» 'Beseech ^ou, give me leave to retire myself. 

VoL Indeed, you sh^U not* 
Methinks, i hear hither your hn8band*8 drum ;— 
I see him pluck Autidius down by the hai|r; 
Methinks I see him stamp thus^J-and call thus,— 
^ Come on, you cowards, you were got in fear. 
Though you were born in Rome :" — His bloody brovr 
With his maii'd hand then wiping, forth he goes ; 
Like to a harvest man, that's task'd to mow 
Or all, or lose his hire. 

Vin His bloody brow ! O, Jupiter, no blood. 

Vol. Away, you fool ! it more becomes a man. 
Than gilt his trophy : The breasts of Hecuba, 
When she did suckle Hector, look'd not lovelier 
Than Hector's forehead, when it spit forth blood 
At Grecian swords' contending — Tell Valeria, 
We are fit to bid her welcome. [Exit Servilia. 

Vir. Heavens bless my Lord from fell Aufidius ! 

VoL Hell beat Aufidius' head below his kneCi 
And tread upon his neck. 

Enter Servilia and Valeria* 

Vol, My ladies both, good day to you ! 

l^Exit Servilia. 
You are manifest housekeepers.— 
How does your little son ? 

Vir» I tbaolc your ladyship ; Welly good madam. 
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' VoL He had rather see the swords^ and hear a 
drum, thaa look upon his schoolmaster. 

VaL O* my wora, the father's son ; I'll swear 'tis 
a very pretty boy. O' my troth, I look'd upon hint 
o^ Wednesday half an hour together : — he has such a 
confirmed countenance ! I saw hitn run after a gilded 
butterfly ; and when he caught it, he let it go again; 
and after it again ; and over and over he comes, and 
up again ; catch'd it again ; or whether his fall en- 
raged him, or how 'twas, he'did so set his teeth, and 
tear it ; OM warrant, how he mammock'd it 1 

Vol* One of his father's moods. 

Vai, Indee4 h, tis a noble child. 

Vir, A crack, madam. 

VaL Come, lay aside you)* business ; I must have 
you pliay the idle huswife with me this afternoon. 

Vir. No, good madam ; I will not out of doors. 

Val. Not out of doors ! 

Vol. She shall, she shall. 

Vir, Indeed, no, by your patience ; I will not over 
the threshold, till my lord return from the wars. 

VaL Fie, you confine yourself most unreasonably ; 
you would be another Penelope : yet, they say, all 
the yarn she spun in Ulysses* absence, did but fill 
ItliaCa full of moths. Come, you shall go with us. 

Vir. No, good madam, pardon nie : indeed, I will 
not forth. 

Val. In truth la, go. with me ; and 141 tell you ex« 
celient news of your husband. 

Vir. Oh, good madam, there can be none yet. 

VaL Verily, I do not jest with you, 

Vir. Indeed, madam ? 

VaL In earnest, it's true ; I heard a senator speak 
it. , Thus it is : — the Volscians have an army forth, 
against whom Cominius the general is gone, with 
one part of our Roman power : your tord, and 1 itug 
Lartms, are set down before their city Corioli ; they 
nothing doubt prevailing, and to make it brief wars. 
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This is true, on mine honour ; and so^ I pray, go 
with us. 

Fir. Give me excuse, good madam; I will obey 
jpi) iti every thing hereafter. [Exit Virgilia* 

Vol. Let her alone, lady ; as she is now, she will 
hkkt disease our better mirth. [^Excunt^ 



SCE^iE III. 

A Wood near the Camp o/Cominius. — Trumpets 

sound a RetreaU 

Enter Cominius, tmth Ms Army, retreating, 

» 

Com. Breathe you, my friends. — Well fought ; we 
are cotne off 
Like Romans, neither foolish in our stands, 
Kor cowardly in retire. — Believe me, sirs. 
We shall be charged again. Whiles we have struck 
By interims^ and conveying gusts, we have heard 
The charges of our friends. — Th^ Roman gods^ 
Lead their successes as we wish our own I 

Enter an Officer. 

Thy news ? 

Qffi. The citizens of Corioli have issued. 
And given to Marcius battle : 
1 saw our party to the trenches driven. 
And then I came away. 

Com, How long is't since ? 

Ofii. Above an hour, my lord. — Spies of the Vol* 
scians 
Held me in chase, that I was forced to wheel 
Three or four miles about; eUe had 1, sir, 
Half an hour since brought my report. 

ll'he Officer retires. 

Com. Who's yonder, 
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That does appear as be were flay'd ? O gods I 
He has the stamp of Marcius, 

Mar. [iVUhtnit.] Come I top late ? 

Com, The shepherd knows not ihunder from a tabor^ 
More than I know the sound of Marcius* tongue 
FVom every meaner man's. 

EnUr Marcius. 

Mar. Come I too late ? 

Com, Ay, jf you come hot in the bhx>d of others^ 
But mantled in your own^ 

Mar. Oh ! let me clip you 
In arms as sound, as when I wooM : in heart 
As merry, as when our nuptial day was dope, 
And tapers bum'd to bedward. 

Com. Flower of warriors !— 
How is it with Tttus Lartius ? 

Mar. As with a man busy'd about decrees ; 
Condemning some to death, and some to exile ; 
Ransoming nhn, or pitying, threatening the other; 
Holding Corioli in the name of Rome, 
Even like a fawning greyhound in the leashy 
To let him slip at wiiX 

Com. Where is that slave. 
Which told me they had beat you to your trenches t 
'Where is he ? 
[The OrFiCBR advances, and the Soldiers prepare 
to seize kirn* 

Mar. Let him alone ; 
He did inform the truth.-*But for our gentlemen. 
The common 6Ie, (a plague, tribunes for them ! ) 
The mouse ne'er shunn'd the cat, as they did budge 
From rascals worse than they. 

Com. But how prevailed you ? 

Mar. Will the time serve to tell ? I do not think-— 
Where is the enemy i Are you lords o' the field ? 
If not, why cease you till you are so f 



ni.] CORIOLANUS. 17 

Cam. Marciufly 
We have at disadvantage fought, and did 
Betire, to win our purpose* 

JUar. How lies their battle ? know you on which 
side 
They have placed their men of trust ? 

Com. As I guessy Marcius, 
Their bands i' the vaward are the AntiateSy 
Of their best trust : o'er them Aufidius, 
Their very heart of hope. 

Mar, 1 do beseech you. 
By all the battles wherein we have fought. 
By the blood we have shed togt^ther, 
That you directly 
Set me against Aufidius. 

Com. Though I could wish 
You were conducted to a gentle bath, 
i^nd balms apply'd to you, yet dare 1 never . 
Deny your abking ; take your choice of those 
That best can aid your action. 

Mar, Those are they, 
That most are willing. — If any such be here. 
That love this painting, 
"Wherein you see me smear'd ; 
It <>ny think, brave death outweighs bad life. 
And that his country's dearer than himself: 
I^t him alone, or so many, so minded, 
Wave thus, to express his disposition. 

[Trumpets — Soldiers shout, and wave their 
ISwords. 
If these shows be not outward, which of you 
But is four Volscians ? — Follow Marcius ! come. — 
lExit, — A loud FlourUh. — A Latile. — A Retreat 
sounded* 

Enter Marcius, Cominius, Officers, and 

SOLDILRS. 

Com. If I should tell thee o'er this thy duy's work, 

b3 
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Thou'ltnot believe thy deeds: but PU report it^ 
Where senators shall mingle tears with smiles ; 
Where the dull tribunes, 

That, with the fusty plebeians, hate thine bonoars, 
Shall say, against their hearts^ — ** We thank the gods^ 
Our Rome hath such a soldier !" 

Mar, Pray, now, no more : my mother. 
Who has a charter to e^ttol her blood, 
When she does praise me, grieves me : I have done. 
As you have done, that's what 1 can ; induced 
As you have been, that's for my country. 

Com. You shall not be 
The grave of your deserving ; Rome must know 
The value of her own ; 
Therefore^ I beseech you, 
(In sign of what you are, not to reward 
What you have done,) before our army hear me. 

Mar, I have some wounds upon me, and they 
smart 
To hear themselves remembered* 

Com. Should they not, 
Well might they fester 'gainst ingratitude, 
And tent themselves with death. Of all the horses, 

i Whereof we've ta'en good, and good store,) of all 
he treasure, in this field achieved, and city. 
We render you the tenth ; to be ta'en forth, 
Before the common distribution, at 
Your only choice. 

Mar. I thank you^ general ; 
But cannot make my heart consent to take 
A bribe, to pay my sword : I do refuse it. 

[A Flourish of Trumpets^ SjCm 
May these same instruments, wiiich you profane. 
Never sound more ! When drums and trumpets shall 
I' the field prove flatterers, let camps as cities. 
Be made of false-faced soothing. [Flourish again. 
No more, I say; 

For that I have not washed my nose that bled, — 
Or foiled some debile wretcb| (which without note 



iiiJ comohionxB 19^ 

Here's many else have done,)— -you shout me forth. 

In acclamations hyperbolical ; 

As if I loved' my little should be dieted 

In praises sauced with lies. 

Conu Too modest are you ; 
More cruel to your good report^ than grateful 
To us that give you truly ; 
Therefore^ be it known, 
As to us, to all the world, that Caius Marcius 
Wears this war's garland : — 
For what he did before Corioli, call him, 
"With all the applause and clamour of the host, 
Caius Marcius Coriolanus. Bear 
The addition nobly ever ! 

[Flourish of Trumpet s^^Shouis^ SfC* 

Cor, I will go wash ; 
And when my face is fair, you shall perceive 
Whether I blush or no. Uowbeit, i thank you* 

Conu So to our tent : 
Where, ere we do repose us, we will write 
To Rome of our success. 

Cor. The gods begin to mock me : I that now 
Refused roost princely gifts, am bound to beg 
Of my lord genera) . 

Com. Take't ; 'tis yours. — What is't ? 

Cor, I some time lay here in Corioli, 
At a poor man's house ; he used me kindly : 
While we were fighting here e'en now,— *poor wretch 
He cried to me ; 1 saw him prisoner ; 
But then Aufidius was within my view, 
And wrath o'erwhelm'd my pity : I request you 
To give my poor host freedom. 

Com. O, well begg'd ! 
Were he the butcher of my son, he should 
Be free as is the wind.— His name ? 

Cor. By Jupiter, forgot ; — 
I'm weary ! yea, my memory is tired.— 
Have we no wine here i 
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Com. Go we to our tent ; 
The blood upon your visage dries : 'tis time 
It should be look'd to— Come. [A MarcL^^Exeuntm 



ACT THE SECOND* 

SCENE I. 

A Street in Rome. 

Enter Menenius^ SiciniuSi and Brutus. 

Men. The augurer tells me, we shall have news 
to-DJght. 

Bru, Good, or bad ? 

Men. Not according to the prayer of the pec^l^ 
for they love not Marcius. 

Sk. Nature teaches beasts to know their friends. 

Men. 'Fray you, whbm does the wolf love I 

Sic. The lamb. 

Men. Ay, to devour him ; as the hungry plebeians 
would the noble Marcius. — ^You two are old men ; 
tell me one thing that I shall ask you. 

Both. Well, sir. 

Men. In what enormity is Marcius poor, that you 
two have not in abundance ? 

Bru. He*s poor in no one fault, but stored with alL 

Sic. Especially in pride. 

Bru. And topping all others in boasting. 

Men. This is stranije now.— Do you two know how 
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you fflre censured here in the city ; I mean of ui o* the 
right-hand file ? do you ? 

Bru. Why — how are we censured i 

Men. Because you talk of pride now,— Will you 
not be angry ? 

Both. Well, well, sir, well. 

Men. You blame Marcius for being proud. 

Bru. We do it not alone^ sir. 

Men. I know you can do very little alone. — You 
talk of pride ! O, that you could turn your eyes to- 
wards the napes of your necks, and make bat an in- 
terior survey of your good selves ! O, that you could ! 

Bru. What then, sir ? 

Men. Why, then you should discover a brace of 
unmeriting, proud, violent, testy magistrates^ Calias 
fools) as any in Rome. 

Sic. Menenius, you are known well enough too. 

Men. I am known to be a humorous patrician, and 
one that loves ji cup of hot wine, with not a drop of 
allaying Tiber in't : What I think, I utter ; and spend 
mj malice in my breath. « 

Bru, Come, sir, come, we know you wel^ enough. 

Men. You know neither me, yourselves, nor any 
thing. You are ambitious for poor knaves* caps ana 
legs : you wear out a good wholesome forenoon, in 
hearing a cause between an orange-wife and a fotset* 
seller, and then rejourn the controversy of three-pence 
to a second day of audience.— You are a pair of 
strange ones. 

Bru. Come, come, you are well understood to be a 
perfecter giber for the table, than a necessary bencher 
in the capitol. 

Men. Our very priests must become mockers, if 
they shall encounter such ridiculous subjects as you 
are. When you speak best unto the purpose, it is not 
worth the wagging of your beards ; and your beards 
deserve not so honourable a grave, as to stuff a bot- 
cher's cushion, or to be entombM in an ass's pack- 



S3 COAIOLANU8* [ACT 11. 

saddle. Yet you must be saying, Marcius is proud ; 
who, in a cheap estimation, is worth all your prede- 
cessors, since Deucalion; though, peradventure, some 
of the best of them were hereditary hangmen. I will 
be bold to take my leave of you. 

[Brutus, a^id Sicinius^ stand aside. 

Enter Volumnia^ Virgilia, and Valeria. 

tlow noW| my as fair as noble ladies, (and the moon^ 
were she earthly, no nobler,) whither do you follow 
your eyes so fast ? 

Vol. Honourable Menenius, my boy Marcius ap« 
proaches ; for the iove of Juno, let's go. 
Men. Ha ! Marcius coming home ? 

Vcl. Ay, worthy Menenius ; and with most pros^ 
perous approbation. 

Men. Take my cap, Jupiter, and I thank thee :--• 
Hoo 1 Marcius coming home I 

VoL Look, here's a letter from him ; the state hath 
another, his wife another ; and, I think, there's one 
at home for you. 

Men. I will make my very house reel to-night :*- 
A letter for me I 

Vir. Yes, certain, th^re^s a letter for you ; I saw it: 

Men. A letter for me ? It gives me an estate of 
seven years health ; in which time I will make a lip 
at the physician. — Is he not wounded ? he was wont 
to come home wounded. 

Vir. O, no, no, no<, 

Vol. O, he is wounded, I thank the gods for't. 

Men. So do I too, if it be not too much : — Brings'' 
in victory in his pocket, the wounds become him. 

Vol. On's brows, Menenius : he comes the third 
time home with the oaken garland. 

Men. Has he disciplined Aufidius soundly ? 

VoL Titus Lartius writes, — they fought together, 
Jbut AuBdiuB got oSb 
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Meru And ^twas time for him too> I'll warrant him 
ftftt : an he had stayed by him, I would not have 
been ibo fidius'd for m the chests in Corioli, and the 
gold that's in them. Is the senate possessed of this ? 

Vol. Yes, yes, yes ; the senate has letters from the 

general, wherein he gives my son the whole name of 

the war : he hath in this action outdone his former 

deeds doubly. [SiciMius and Brutus come Jbr" 

ward. 

Vol, In troth, there's wondrous things spoke of 
bim. 

Mtn. Wondrous ! ay, I warrant you, and not witbr 
out his true purchasing. 

Vir. The gods grant them true 1 

Volf True l- — pow, wow ! — 

Men. True ? I'll be sworn they are true :— Where 
is he wounded f — Heaven save your good worships ! 
Marcius is coming home ; he has more cause to be 
proud. — Where is he wounded ? 

Vol. Pthe shoulder and i'the left arm. He received 
in the repulse of Tarquin seven hurts i'the body. 

Men. One in the neck, and two in the thigh,— • 
there's nine that I know. 

Vol He had, before this last expedition, twenty* 
five wpunds upon him. 

Men. Now it's twenty-seven ; every gash was an 
enemy's grave. 

Vd. He with his single arm subdued Corioli. 
His sword, death's stamp^ 
"Where it did mark, it took ; from face to foot 
He was a thing of blood, whose every motion 
Was timed with dying cries : — 
"Where'er he went, before him Fortune flew, 
While Victory upon his- dreaded brow 
Sat throned, and joyful clapp'd her silver wings :-« 
Three times mine eagle singled out Aufidius, 
And thrice the Volscian sunk beneath his thunder^ 
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Bending the knee> as 'twere in adoration. 

[Flourish of Trumpets-^Shouts, Sfc* 
Hark! Hark! 

These are the ushers of Mardus— before him 
He carries noise^ and behind him he leaves tears. 

[Flourish of Trumpets — Shouts, Sfc.^^ExemUm 



SCEITE u. 

A Triumphal Arch in Rome. 

An Ovation.i'^MudCm 

Enter Valeria, Virgilia, Volumnia, Qomi- 
' ifius, Menbnius, Coriolanus, Sicimius, Bru- 
tus, Citizens, Officers, Soldiers, Lictors^ 

A Flourish qf.Trumpets, — Shouts, SfC. 

Cor. No more of this, it does offend my heart ; 
Pray now, no more. 

Com. Look, sir, your mother—- 

Cor. O! [Knedi. 

You have, I know^ petitioned all the gods 
For my prosperity. 
'' Vol, Nay, my good soldier, up : 
My gentle Marcius, worthy Caius, and, 
^y deed<4u;hieving honour, newly named,—* 
What is't ? Corioianus, must I call thee ^ 
But O, thy wife 

Cor, My gracious silence, hail !-— 
Would'st thou have laugh'd, had 1 comecoffin'd home$ 
That wecp'st to see me triumph i Ah, my dear. 
Such eyes th^ widows in Cprioli wear, 
And mothers, tiiat lack sons* 
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FbZ. I know not where to turn. O welcome home ; 
And welcome, general : — and you are welcome all. 

Men. A hundred thousand welcomes! — 1 could 
weep, 
And I could laugh; Pm light, and heavy.^— Wel- 
come ! 
A curse begin at very root of his heart. 
That is not glad to see thee ! — You are three. 
That Rome should dote on : yet, by the faith of men. 
We've some old crabtrees here at home> that will not 
Be grafted to your relish. Yet welcome, warriors ! 
We call a nettle, but a nettle ; and 
The faults of fools, but folly. 

Com- Ever right. 
Give way there, and go on. 

Cor. Your hand, and yours. 

[ To ^$ Wife and Mother. 
Ere m our own house I do shade my he&d. 
The good patricians must be visited ; 
From whom I have received, not only greetin^Si 
But with them change of honours. 

VoL 1 have lived. 
To see inherited my very wishes. 
And the buildings of my fancy ; only there 
Is one thing wanting, which I doubt not but 
Our Rome will cast upon thee. 

Cor. Know, good mother, 
I had rather be their servant in my way, 
Than sway with them in theirs. — 
On, to the capitol. [A grand MarcK^^ExeunU 
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SCENE III. 

f 

A Street in Rome. 

Enter Brutus and Sicinius. 

Bru» The dumb men throng to see him^ and \he 
blind 
To hear him speak : the matrons flung their gloves. 
Ladies and maids their scarfs and handkerchie&y 
Upon him as he pass'd : the nobles bended. 
As to Jove's statue ; and his commons made 
A shower, and thunder^ with their caps, and shouts : 
I never saw the like : — 
Such a pother^ 

As if that-r-whatsoever — ^god, who leads him| 
Were slily crept into his human powers^ 
And gave him graceful posture. 

Sic. On the sudden, 
I warrant him consul. 

Bru. Then our office may. 
During his power, go sleep. 

Sic. He cannot temperately transport his honours 
From where he should begin, and end,; but will 
Lose those that he hath won. 

Bru. In that there's comfort. 
I heard him swear, 

Were he to stand for consul, never would he 
Appear i'the market-place, nor on him put 
The napless vesture of humility ; 
Nor, shewing, as the manner is, his wounds 
To the people, beg their stinking breaths. 

Sic. 1 wish no better. 
Than have him hold that purpo9e| and to put it 
In execution. 

Bru, 'Tis most like he wilK 
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Sic. It shall be to him then^ as our good wills ; 
A sure destruction^ 

Enter an Officer* 

Bru. What's the matter ? 

Offi. You're sent for to the capitolw Tis thought^ 
That Marcius shall be consul. 

Bru, Jjei'g to the capitol ; 
And cany with us ears and^yes for the time. 
But hearts for the event. 

iSc. Have with you. l^ExeunU 



SCENE IV. 



The Capitol in Rome. 

JPlourish of Trumpets, 

Caius Marcius CoRioLANUSy Menenius, Comi* 
Nius, SiciNius, Brutus; Senators, a»£^ Offi- 
CERS, discovered. 

Men. Having determined of the Volscians, 
It remains. 

Most reverend and grave elders, to desire 
The present consul, and 'last general, 
To report 

A little of that worthy work perform'd 
By Caius Marcius Coriolanus; whom 
We meet here, both to thank, and to remember 
With honours like himself. — 
Worthy Cominius, speak. 

[Coriolanus rises^ and offers to go away. 
Sit, Coriolanus ; never shame to hear 
What you have nobly done. 
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Car. Ycmr honour's ptrdon ; 
I had rather have my wounds to heal again. 
Than hear say how I got them. 

Men. 'Pray now, nt down. 

Cor. I had rather have one scratch my head i'tbe 
sun. 
When the alarum were struck, than idly sit 
To hear mv nothings monster'd. [Exit Coriolahus. 

Men. Masters o'the people. 
Your multiplying spawn how can he flatter. 
When you now see, 

He had rather venture all his limbs for honour, 
Than one of his ears to hear it ! — Proceed, Cominius. 
* Com. I shall lack voice : the deeds of Coriolanus 
Should not be utter'd feebly. — It is held. 
That valour is the chiefest virtue, and « 

Most dignifies the haver : if it be. 
The man I speak of cannot, in the world. 
Be singly counterpoised. At sixteen years. 
When Tarquin made ahead for Rome, he fought 
Beyond the mark of others; 
And, in the brunt of seventeen battles since. 
He lurch'd all swords o'the garland. For this last. 
Before, and in Corioli, let me say, 
I cannot speak him home ; 
Alone he enter'd 

The mortal gate o'the city; aidless came off/ 
And with a' sudden reinfbrcement struck 
Corioli like a planet : Now all's his : . 
When by and by the din of war 'gan pierce 
His ready sense : then straight his doubled spirit * 
Requicken'd what in flesh was fatigate. 
And to the battle came he ; where he did 
Run reeking o'er the lives of men, as if 
'Twere a perpetual spoil : and, titl we call'd 
Both field and city ours, he never stood 
To case his breast with panting. 

Men. WorUiy man I 
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Com. Our spoils he kick'd at. 
And lookM upon things precious, as they were 
The common muck o'the work! : he covets less 
Than misery itself would give :«— ^rewards 
His deeds with doing them ; and is content 
To spend the time, to spend it. 

Men. He is right noble ; 
Let him be callM for. [Exit an Ofvicer. 

Com. He doth appear. 

Enter Coriolanus and the Officer. 

Men. The senate, Coriolanus^ are well pleased 
To make thee consul. 

Cor. I do owe them still 
My life and services* 

Men. It then remains, 
That you do speak to the people. 

Cor. I do beseech you. 
Let me o'erleap that custom ; for I cannot 
Put on the gown, stand naked, and entreat them, 
For my wounds' sake, to give their suffrage ; please 

you 
That I may pass this doing. 

Sic. Sir, the people 
Must have their voices ; neither will they bate 
One jot of ceremony. 

Men. Put them not to't : 
'Pray you, go fit you to the custom ; and 
Take to you, as vour predecessors have^ 
Your honour witn the form. 

Cor. It is a part 
That I shall blush in acting, and might well 
Be taken from the people* 

Bru. Mark you that ? 

Cor. To brag unto them,— Thus I did, and thus,— 
Show them the unacbing scars which I should hide^ 
As if I had received them for the hire 
Of tlieir breath only :— . ... 

c2 



30 O0ItIO2^AKUS« [akCTOU 

M^n, Do not stand upon't. — 
We recommend to you, tribunes of t^e people^ 
Our purpose ; — to them, and to our noble consul. 
We wish all joy and honour. 

Com* To CoriolanuB come all joy and honoos ! 

[Exeunt, — Flourish of Trump^U* 



SCENE V. 



A Street in Rome. 



Enter the Citizens* 

2 at. Once, if he do require our voices^ we ought 
not to deny him. 

1 Cit. We may, sir, if we wilL 

2 Cit. We have power in ourselves to do it, but it 
is a power that we have no power to do ; for, if he 
show us his wounds, and tell us his deeds, we are 
to put our tongues into those wounds, and speak for 
them ; so, if he tell us his noble deeds, we must also 
tell him our noble acceptance of them. Ingratitude 
is monstrous, and for the multitude to be ingrateful^ 
were to make a monster of the multitude: of the 
which we, being members, should bring ourselves to 
be monstrous members. 

1 Cit. Here he comes^ and in the gown of hu* 
mility ; mark his behaviour. We are not to stay 
altogether, but to come by him where he stand% by 
ones, by twos, and by threes. He's to make his re* 
quests by particulars : wherein every one of us has a 
single honour, in giving him our own voices with our 
own tongues : therefore, follow me^ and Fll direct 
you how you diatt go by hiin« 

All, Content! content, lExeiozt. 
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Enter Coriolanus, mth Menenius. 

Men. O, sir, you are not right : have you not 
known 
The worthiest men have done't ^ 

Cor. What must I say ? — 

I pray, sir, Plague upon't ! I cannot bring 

My tongue to such a pace. — Look^sir, — my wounds H* 
I got them in my country's service, when 
Some certain of your brethren roar'di and ran 
From the noise of our oWn drums. 

Men. O me, the gods ! 
You must not speak of that ; you must desire them 
To think upon yout "^ 

Cor. Think upon me ? Hang 'em! 
I would they would forget me. 

Men. You'll mar all : 
I'll leave you 2 'Pray you, speak to *em, I pray you. 
In wholesome manner, ^ [^Exit Menenius. 

Enter the First and Second Citizens; . 

Cor. So, here comes a brace.— ^ 

You know the cause, sirs, of my standing here. 

1 Cit. We do, sir; tell us what hath brought yott 

to't 
Cor. Mine own desert. , 

2 Cit. Your own desert i 
Cor. Ay, not 

Mine own desire. 

1 Cit. How ! not your own desire i 

Cor. No, sir ; 'twas never my desire yet^ 
To trouble the poor with begging. 

1 Cit. You must think, if we give you any things 
We hope to gain by you. 

Cor. Well, then, 1 pray, your price o'the consul* 
ship! 

1 Cit^ The price iSj sir, to ask it kindly. 

Cw'- Kindly! 
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Sir, I pray, let me ha't : IVe wounds to show you. 
Which shall be yours in private. — Your good voice^ 

sir; 
What say you ? 

2 Cit. You shall have it, worthy 'sir. 

Cor, A match, sir : — 
There is in all, two worthy voices begg'd : — 
I have your alms ; adieu ! 

1 Cit, But thb is something odd. 

2 Cit. An*t were to give again, — But 'tis no matter. 

[Exeunt Citizens^ 
Cor. Most sweet voices ! 
Better it is to die, better to starve, 
Than crave the hire, which first we do deserve. — 
Here come more voices. 

Enter other Citizens. 

Your voices :— for your voices I have fought : 
WatchM for your voices ; for your voices, bear 
Of rounds two dozen odd ; battles thrice six 
I've seen and heard of: — for your voices, have 
Done many things, some less, some more : — your 

voices: — 
Indeed, I would be consul. 

3 Cit. He has done-i^Ofa)y, and cannot go without 
any honest man's voice. 

4 Cit. Therefore let him be consul : the gods give 
bim joy, and make him good friend to the people ! 

AIL Amen, amen. — 
Heaven save thee, noble consul ! 

[Exeunt the Citizens. 
Cor. Worthy voices ! 

Enter Menenius, Brittus, and Sicinius. 

Men. You've stood your limitation ; and the tri' 
bunes 
Endue you with the people's voice : Remains^ 

5 
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That, ia the official marks invested, you 
Anon do meet the senate. 

Cor. Is this done ? 

iSfc. The custom of request yo^ have discharged! 
The people do admit you ; and are summoned 
To meet anon, upon your approbation. 

Cor. Where \ at the senate-house \ 

Sic, There, Coriolanus. 

Car, May I then change these garments i 

Sic* You nay, sir* 

Cor, That I'll straight do : and, knowing myself 
agahi. 
Repair to the senate-house. [Exit Coriolakus^ 

Men, I'll keep you company*— Will you along ? 

BrU' We stay here for the people* 

Sic. Fare you well. [Exit Msnenivs* 

He has it now ; and by his looks, methinks, 
'Tis warm at his heart. 

Bru, With a proud heart he wore 
His humble weeds :— Will you dismiss the people I 

Enter the Citizens. 

Sic, How now, my roasters i have you chose this 
man? 

2 Cit/ He has our voices, sir. ' 

Bru, We pray the gods, he may deserve your 
loves. 

1 Cit, Amen, sir : To my poor unworthy notice, 
He roock'd us, when he begg'd our voices. 

3 Cit. Certainly, 

He flouted us downright. 

2 Cit. No, 'tis his kind of speech, he did not 

mock us. 

1 Cit. Not one among us, save yourself^ but says^ 
He used us scornfully : he should have sbow'd us 
His marks of merit, wounds received for his country. 

Sic, Why, so he did, i am sure. 

1 Cit, No^ ; no man saw them* 
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He said, lie had wounds, which he could show i» 

private ; 
** I would be consul,'' says he : ** a^ed custom^ 
But by your voices, will not so permit me ; 
Your voices therefore :" When we granted that. 
Here was, — ** I thank you for your voices, — thank 

you,— 
Your most sweet voices :— now you have leh your 

voices, 
I have no further with you."— —Was not this 
mockery ? 

Site. Why, either, were you ignorant to see it,— 
Or, seeing it, of such childish friendliness 
To yield your voices ? 

Bru, Did you perceive. 
He did solicit you in free contempt, 
When htj^did need your loves ; and do you thinks 
That his contempt shall not be bruising to yoU| 
When he hath power to crush I 

Sic. Have you. 
Ere now, denied the asker ? and, now again, 
On him, that did not ask, but mock, bestow 
Your sued-for tongues ? 

1 CiL He is not confirmed, we may deny him yet; 

3 Cit, And will deny him : 
I'll have hve hundred voices of that sound • 

1 Cit, I twice five hundred, and their friends to 
piece them. 

Bru, Get you hence instantly ; and tell those 
friends. 
They have chose a consul, that will from them take. 
Their liberties ; make them of no more voice 
Than dogs, that are as often beat for barking, 
As therefore kept to do so. 

Sic. Enforce his pride. 
And his old hate unto you : 
Saf, you chose him 
More after our commandment, Hcasa «& %>aa.^^^ 
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By your own true affections : 
Lay the fault on us. 

Bru. Ay, spare us not. 
Say, you ne'er had done it, 
(Harp on that stiU,) Jbut by our putdng on : 
And presently, when you have drawn your number, 
fiepair to the capitol. 

All. We will ; we will. [ExeunU 



ACT THE THIRD. 



SCENE U 



A Street in Rome. 

Enter Lictobs, Cominius, Coriolanus, and 

Menbnius. 

Cor. Tullus Aufidius then had made new head ? 
So then the Volscians stand but as at first : 
Ready, when time shall prompt them, to make road 
Upon us again. 

Com. They are worn, lord consul, so^ 
That we shall hardly in our ages see 
Their banners wave again. 

Cor. Behold ! these are the tribunes of the people. 
The tongues o'the common mouth. I do despise 

them ; 
For they do prank them in authority^ 
A<:al^st all noble sufferance^ 
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Enter Sicinitjs and Brutus* 

Sic. Pass no further. 

Cor. Ha ! — what is that ?— 

Bru. It will be dangerous to 
Go on : no further. 

Cor. What makes this change ? 

Men. The matter I 

Com. Hath he not pass'd the nobles^ and the com- 
mons I 

BrUf CominiuSy no. 

Cor. Have I had children's voices ? 

Men. Tribunes^ give way : he shall to the market- 
place. 

Bru, The people are incensed against him. "^ 

Cor, Are these your herd ? — 
Jdnst these have voices, that can 3rield them now. 
And straight discUum their tongues ? — What are your 

offices ? 
You being their mouths, why rule you not their teeth i 
Have you not set them on ? 

Men. Be palm, be calm. 

Cor. It is a purposed thing, and grows by pbt» 
To curb the will of the nobility, 

Bru. Call't not a plot : 
The people cry, you mock-'d them ; and, of late. 
When com was giveo them gratis, you repined ; 
ScandaPd the suppliants for the people ; caiVd Uiem 
Time-pleasers, flatterers, faes to nobleoess* 

Cor. Why, this was known before. 

Brit. Not to them all. 

Cor. Have you informM them since i 

Bru, How ! I ioform them ! 

Cor.. You are like to do «;ieh business, 

Bru Not unlike. 
Each way, to better yours* 

Cor. Why then should 1 be consul i By yon clouds^ 
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I/et me deserve 80 ill as yoU| and make me 
Your fellow tribime. 

Men^ Welly no mored— 

Cor. How ! no more I 
As for my cowitry I have shed my blood, 
Kot fearing outward force> so shall mv lungs 
Coin words, till their decay, against tnose meazds^ 
Which we disdain should tetter us, yet sought 
The very way to catch them. 

Brtu You speak o' the peqple, 
As if you were a god to punish, not 
A man of their infirmity. 

Sic, Twere weU, 
We let the people know't 

Men. Whaty what ! his choler I 

Cor. Choler! 
Were I as patient as the midnight sleepi 
By Jove 'twould be my o^nd. 

Sic* It is a mind. 
That shall remain a poison where it is^ 
Not poison any further. 

Cor. Shall remain ! 
Hear you this triton of the minnows? ipiurk yoil • 
His absolute shall?— 

Shall! 

C^n. Well, — on to the market-place. 

Cor. Whoever gave that coui^elf to give forth 
The com of the storehouse gratis, as 'twas used 
Some tim^ in (Grreece,— 

Men. WeU, well, no more of that. 

Cor, I say, they nourish'd disobedience, fed 
The ruin of the state. 

Bru. Why, shall the people give 
One, that speaks thus, their voice I 

sic He has spoken like a traitor, and shall answer 
As traitors do. 

Cor, Thou wretch ! despite overwhelm thee !— 
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What should the people do with these bold tribunes ? 

On whom depending, their obedience fails 

To the greater bench : In a rebellion. 

When what's not meet, but: what must be, was law^ 

Then were they chosen ; in a better hour, 

Let what is meet, be said, it must be mee^ 

And throw their power i' the dust, 

BrUf Manifest treason. 

Sic This a consul ^ no. 

Bru, The sediles, ho !— let him be apprehended* 

Sic* Go, call the people ;-<- [£^ Brutus^ 

In whose name, myself 
Attach thee, as a traitorous innovatOFi 
A foe to the public weal : 

Enter Brutusi mth the Citizens* 

Obey, I charge thee. 
And follow to thine answer. 

[Laying hold on CoRlOLANus. 

Car. Hence, or I shall shake thy bones 
Out of thy garments. 

Bru, Or let us staud to our authority. 
Or let us lose it :-*We do here pronounce. 
Upon the part o' the people, in whose power 
We were elected theirs, Marcius is worthy 
Of present death. 

Sic. Therefore, lay hold of him ; 
Bear him to the rock Tarpeian, and firom thence 
Into destruction cast him. 

Cor. No ; I'll die here. [pramng his Sword. 

Men. Down with that sword; — Tribunes, with- 
draw awhile.— 
I pr^ythee, noble friend, home to thy house ; 
Leave us to cure this cause ; — for 'tis a sore 
You cannot tent yourself: Begone, 'beseech yQU. 

Com. Come, sir, along with us. 

Cor. On fair ground 



IGINB L*| C0RI0LAMU8. 89 

I could beat forty of them. 

[Exeunt Comini08| Coriolamjus, and 

LlCTORS. 

Men, You worthy tribunes,— - 

Sic, He shall be thrown down the Tarpeian rock 
With rigorous hands ; he hath resisted law. 
And therefore law shall scorn him further trial. 

1 Cit, He shall well know, 
The noble tribunes are the people's mouths. 
And we their hands. 

All* He shall, sure on't. 

Men. Sir, — 

Sic. Peace. 

Men. Do not cry, havoc, where you should but 
hunt 
With modest warrant 

Sic. Sir, how comes't, that you 
Have holp to make this rescue ? 

Men. Hear me speak : — 
As I do know the consul's worthiness, 
So can I name his faults : — 

Sic. Consul !•— what consul ? 

Men. The consul Coriolanus. 

Bru. He a consul !— 

All. No, no, no, no, no. 

Men. If, by the tribunes' leave, and yours, good 
people, 
I may be heard, Pd crave a word or two ; 
The which shall turn you to no further harm. 
Than so much loss of time. 

Bru. We'll hear no more ;— 
Pursue him to his house, and pluck him thence ; 
Lest his infection, being of catching nature. 
Spread further.' 

Men. One word more, one word.— 
Proceed by process ; 
Lest parties, as he is beloved, break out, 
And sack great Rome with Romans. 
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Bru. If Hwere so, — 

Sic What do ye talk ? 
Have we not had a taste of his obedience i 

Men. Consider this;— He has been bred i* the 
warSy 
Since he could draw a sword, and is ill school'd 
In boulted language ; meal and bran together 
He throws without distinction. Give me lea?e^ 
I'll go to him, and undertake to bring him 
Where he shall answer, by a lawful fonoi 
( r: peace,) to his utmost perU* 

sic. Noble Menenius, 
Be you then as the people's officer- 
Meet in the mariket->place i — We'll attend you there : 
Where, if you bring not Marcius, we'll proceed 
In our first way. 

Men* I'll go, and bring him to you. lExemt. 



SCENE ir. 

An Apartment in Coriolanus' House in Rome, 

Enter Coriolanus and Volumnia. 

Cot. Let them pull all about mine ears; present 
me 
Death on the wheel, or at wild horses' Heels ! 
Or pile ten hills on the Tarpeian rock, 
That the precipitation might down stretch 
Below the beam of sight, yet will I still 
Be thus to them. 

VoL Bat hear me, Marcius. 

Car^ I muse, my mother 
Does not approve me further. 
Why did you wish me milder ? Would you have me 
False to my nature ? Rather sayi I play 
Truly the man I am. 



^ 
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Vol. Of BIT, sir, sir, 
I would have had you put your power well on» 
Before you had worn it out* 

Car, Why let it go, 

VoL You might have been enough the man you 
are. 
With striving less to be so : Lesser had been 
The thwartings of your dispositions, if 
You had not show'd them how you were disposed; 
Ere they lacked power to cross you. 

Cor. Let them hang. 

Volm Ajf and bum too. 

Enter Menbnius. 

Men. Com&) come, you've been too roughs some- 
thing too roush ; 
You must return, and mend it. 

Vol. *Pray, be counselled : 
I have a heart as little apt as yours. 
But yet a brain, that leads my use of anger 
To better vantage. 

Men, Well said, noble woman : 
Before he should thus stoop to the herd, but that 
The violent fit o' the time craves it as physic 
Por the whole state, Pd put mine armour on 
"Which I can scarcely bear. 

Cor. What must I do ? 

Men. Return to the tribunes. 

Cor. Well, 
What then ? what then i 

Men. Repent what you have spoke* 

Cor. For them ^ — 1 cannot do it to the gods ; 
Must I then do't to them ? 

VoL You are too absolute : 
Though therein you can never be ^oo noble^ 
But when extremities speak. Pve heard you say, 
Honour and policy, hke unsevered friends, 
I' the war do grow together : Grant that^ and tell me, 

d2 
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In peace, what each of them by th' other lose. 
That they combine not there. 

Car. Tush !— Tuah »— 

Men. A good demand. 

Car. Why force you this ? 

Vol Because that now it lies on you to speak 
To the people : 

I would dissemble with my nature, where 
My fortunes, and my friends at stake, required, 
I would do so in honour. 
I pr'ythee now, my son. 
Go to them ; 
Say to them. 

Thou art their soldier, and being bred in broils. 
Hast not the soft way,^ which, thou dost confess. 
Were fit for thee to use, as they to claim, 
In asking their good loves ; but thou wilt frame ^ 
Thyself^ forsooth, hereafter theirs, so far 
As thou hast power and person. 

Men. This out done. 
Even as she speaks, why, all their hearts were yours ; 
For they have pardons, being ask'd, as free 
As words to little purpose. 

Enter Cominius. 

• 

Here is Cominius. 

Com. I have been i' the market-place: and, sir, 'tis fit 
You make strong party, or defend yourself 
By calmness, or by absence ; all's in anger. 

Men. Only fair speech. 

Com* I tmnk, 'twill serve, if he 
Can thereto frame his spirit. 

Vol. He must, and will :— 
'Pr'ythee, now say, you will, and go about it. 

Cor. Must I go show them my uobarb'd sconce i 
Mustl, 
With my base tongue, give to my noble heart 
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A lie, that it must bear ? Well, I will do't : 
Yet, were there but this single plot to lose. 
This mould of Marcius, they to dust should grind it. 
And throw it against the wind. — To th' market- 

place : — 
You have put me now to such a part, which never 
I shall discharge to the life. 

Com. Come, come, we'll prompt you. 

VoL I pr'y thee now, sweet son : as thou liast said. 
My praises made thee first a soldier, so. 
To have my praise for this, perform a part 
Thou hast not done before. 

Cor. Well, I must do*t : 
Away, my disposition, and possess me 
Some harlot's sf^irit ! My throat of war be tum'd, 
Which quired with my drum, into a pipe 
Small as an eunuch's, or the virgin voice 
That babies lulls asleep ! 
A beggar's tongue 

Make motion through my lips ; and my arm'd knees, 
Which bow'd but in my stirrup, bend like his 
That hath received an alms ! — I will not do't : 
Lest I surcease to honour mine own truth. 
And, by my body's action, teach my mind 
A most inherent baseness. 

Vol. At thy choice then : 
To beg of thee, it is my more dishonour. 
Than thou of them. Come all to ruin ; let 
Thy mother rather feel thy pride, than fear 
Thy dangerous stoutness ; for I mock at death 
With as big heart as thou. Do as thou list. 
Thy valiantness was mine, thou suck'dst it from me i 
But owe thy pride thyself. 

Cor. 'Pray, be content; 
Mother, I am going to the market-place; 
Chide me no more. I'll mountebank their loves, 
Cog their hearts from them^ and come home be- 
loved 
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Of all the trades in Rome. Look, I am going : 
Commend me to my wife. I'll return consul ; 
Or never trust to what my tongue can do, 
I* the way of flattery, further. 

Vol* Do your will. \jExit Volumnia. 

Com, Arm yourself 
To answer mildly ; for they are prepared 
With accusations, as I heai*, more strong 
Than are upon you yet. 

Cor. The word is, mildly : — ^'Pray you, let us go :-^ 
Let them accuse me by invention ; I 
Will answer in mine honour. 

Men. Ay, — but mildly. 

Cor. Well, mildly be it then— mildly ! ^Exeimt. 



'^CENE III. 

The Forum in Rome, 

Enter Sicinius, Brutus, and the Citizens. 

Bru. Put him to choler straight : He hath been 
used 
Ever to conquer, and to have his worth 
Of contradiction. Being once chafed, he cannot 
Be rein'd again to temperance ; then he speaks 
What's in his heart ; and that is there, which looks 
With us to break his neck. 

Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, and Cominius. 

Sic. Well, here he comes. 

Men, Calmly, I do beseech you. 

Cor. The honoured gods 
Keep Rome in safety, and the chairs of justice 
Supply'd with worthy men ! plant love among us ! 
Throng our large temples with the shows of peace. 
And not our streets with war ! 
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Men. Amen, amen ! A noble wish. 

Sic> Draw near, ye people. 

Cor, Shall I be charged no further than this pre- 
sent ? 
Must all determine here ? 

Sk. I do demand, 
If you submit you to the people's voices. 
Allow their officers, and are content 
To suffer lawful censure for such faults 
As shall be proved upon you ? 

Cor, I am content. 

Men, Lo, citizens, he says he is content : « 
The warlike service he has done, consider ; 
Think on the wounds his bodv bears, which show 
Like graves i' the holy churcn-yard. 

Cor, Scratches with briars. — 
What is the matter, 

That being pass'd for consul with full voice^ 
I'm so dishonoured, that the very hour 
You take it off again ? 

Sic, Answer to us. 

Cor. Say, then : 'tis true,^I ought so. 

Sic. We charge you, that you have contrived t» 
take 
From Rome all seasoned office, and to wind 
Yourself into a power tyrannical ; 
For which you are a traitor to the people. 

Cor. How ! traitor ? 

Men. Nay ; temperately : — ^Your promise. 

Cor, The fires i' the lowest hell fold in the people ! 
Call me their traitor ! — thou injurious tribune ! 
Within thine eyes sat twenty Uiousand deaths. 
In thy hands clutch'd as many millions, in 
Thy lying tongue both numbers, 1 would say, 
Thou liest, unto thee, with a voice as free 
As I do prav the gods. 

Sic. Mark you this, people ? 

All. To the rock witn hiin ; to the rock with him ! 
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Sic, Peace: 
We need not put new matter to his charge ; 
What you have seen him do, and heard him speak^ 
Deserves the extremest death. 

Bru. But since he hath 
Served well for Rome, — 

Cor. What do you prate of service ? 

Bru. I talk of that, that know it. 

Cor. You ?— 

Men, Is this 
The promise that you made your mother i 

Com. Know, 
I pray you,— 

Cor, I'll know no further : 
Let them pronounce the steep Tarpeian death. 
Vagabond exile, flaying :*— Pent to linger 
But witli a grain a-day, I would not buy 
Their mercy at the price of one fair word ; 
Nor check my courage for what they can give> 
To have't wiui saying, " Good morrow." 

Sic. For that he has, 
As much as in him lies, from time to time, 
Envy'd against the people, seeking means 
To pluck away their power ; as now as last 
Given hostile strokes, and that not in the presence 
Of dreaded justice, but on the ministei^ 
That do distribute it : in the name o' the people. 
And in the power of us the tribunes, we, 
Even from this instant, banish him our city. 

Com. Hear me, my masters, and my common 
friends ;— 

Bru. There's no more to be said, but he is ba- 
nish'd. 
As enemy to the people, and his country : 
It shall be so. 

All. It shall be so, it shall be so. 

Cor* Ye common cry of curs, whose breath I hate 
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As reek o' the rotten fens,— whose loves I prize 
As the dead carcases of unburied men. 
That do corrupt the air,— I banish you»— 
And here remain with your uncertainty ! 
Let every feeble rumour shake your hearts 1 
Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes^ 
Fan you into despair ! Have the power still 
To banish your defenders ; till at length. 
Your ignorance 
Deliver you, as most 
Abated captives, to some nation 
That won you without blows !— iDespising now. 
For you, the city, thus I turn my back : 
There is a world elsewhere. 

IThe Peoplb shout.^^Exeuni, 



ACT THE FOURTH, 

SCENE J. 

A Room in Aufidius* House in 4ntium, 

Enter Tullus Aufidius and Volusius. 

Volu. Whence is it, Tullus, th^ our arms are 
stopp'd 
If ere on the borders of the Roman state ? 
Why sleeps that spirit, whose heroic ardour 
Urged you to break the truce, and pour'd our host, 
Frorp all the United cantpns of the Volspii^ns, 
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» 

On tiieir unguarded frontier ? Sudi designs 
Brook not an hour's delay ; their whole success 
Depends on instant vigorous execution. 

Avf. Oy my Volusius ! thou, who art a soldier, 
A try'd and brave one too, say^ in thy heart 
Dost thou not scorn me, — thou, who saw'st me bend 
Beneath the half*spent thunder of a foe. 
Warm from the conquest of Corioli \ 

Volu, True valour, TuUus, 
Lies in the mind, the never-yielding purpose ; 
Nop> heeds the blind award of giddy fortune. 

Auf, My soul, my friend, my soul is all on fire ; 
Thirst of revenge consumes me ; the revenge 
Of generous emulation, not of hatred. 
This happy Roman, this proud Marcius, haunts me. 
Each troubled night, when slaves and captives sleepi 
Forgetful of their chains, I, in my dreams. 
Anew am vanquished ; and, beneath his sword 
With horror sinking, fed a ten-fold death, 
Tlie death of honour. But I will redeem- 
Yes, Marcius, — I will yet redeem my fame. 
To face thee once again, is the great purpose 
For which alone I live.-— Till then, how slow. 
How tedious, lags the time ! while shame corrodes 

me 
With many a bitter thought ; and injured honour^ 
Sick and desponding, preys upon itself. 

Enter an Officer. 

Ha ! why this haste ? Thou look'st alarmM. 

Offi. My lord. 
One of exalted port, his visage hid. 
Has placed himself beneath the statue of 
The mighty Mars, and there majestic stands 
In solemn silence. 

Atif. Did you not ask him wbO; and what, he was f 
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Offi. My lordf I could not speak : I felt appalled. 
As it the presence of some god had struck me. 
Auf Come^ dastard, let me find this roan of terrors. 

[Exeunt, 



SCENE ir« 

ji Hall, in loohich stands a Statue qf Mars. 

CoRioLANUS discovered, as described above. 

Enter Tullus Aufidius. 

Aiif. Illustrious stranger, — ^for thy high demeanour 
Beqpeaks thee such,^— who art thou? what is thy 
name ? 

Cor, A name unmusical to the Volscians' ears. 
And harsh in sound to thine. — Know'st thou me yet ? 

Auf, Thy face 
Bears a command in't ; though thy tackle's torn. 
Thou show'st a noble vessel.-— What's thy name i 

Cor, My name is Caius Marcius, who hath done 
To thee particularly, and to all the Volscians, 
Great hurt and mischief; thereto witness may 
My surname, Coriolanus. 
The cruelty and envy of the people. 
Permitted by our dastard nobles, have 
Whoop'd me out of Rome* Now, this extremity 
Hath brought me to thy hearth. Then, if thou hast 
A heart of wreak in thee, that will revenge 
Thine own particular wrongs, and stop those maims 
Of shame seen through thy country, speed thee 

straight. 
And make my misery serve thy turn ; so use it, 
That my revengeful services may prove 
As benefits to thee ; for I will fight 

E 
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Against my canker'd country with the spleen 

Of all the under fiends. But if so be 

Thou darest not this, and that to prove more fortunes 

Thou art tired ; then, in a word^ 1 also am 

Longer to live most weary, and present 

My throat to thee : 

Which not to cut, would show thee but a fool ; 

Since I have ever followed thee with hate. 

Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country's breast. 

And cannot live but to thy shame, unless 

It be to do thee service. 

Avf. O, Marcius, Marcius, 
Each word thou'st spoke hath weeded from my 

heart 
A root of ancient envy ; 
Let me twine 

Mine arms about that body, where against 
My grained ash a hundred times hath broke. 
And scarr'd the moon with splinters ! Here I clip 
The anvil of my sword ; and do contest 
As hotly and as nobly with thy love. 
As ever in ambitious strength I did 
Contend against thy valour. 
Cw, You bless me, gods ! 

Auf. Therefore, most absolute sir, if thou .wilt have 
The leading of thine own revenges^ take 
The one half of my commission : and set down, — 
As best thou art experienced, since thou know'st 
Thy country's strength and weakness, — thine own 

ways; 
Whether to knock against the gates of Rome, 
Or rudely visit them in parts remote. 
To fright them, ere destroy. But come, come in : 
Let me commend thee first to those, that shall 
Say *• yea," to thy desires. — A thousand welcomes ! 
And more a friend, than e'er an enemy ; 
Yet, Marcius, that was much. Your hand : — most 

welcome I \.Exeunit^> 
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SCENE III. 



A Street in Rome. 

Enter SiciNiys and Brutus. 

Sic. We hear not of him» neither need we fear him : 
His remedies are tame. 

Bru. We stood not to't in good time. — Is this Me* 
nenius ? 

SiCi Tia he, 'tis he ; Oh, he is grown most kind 
Of late. Haily sir ! 

Enter Menbhius. 

Men, Hail to you both ! 

Sic. Your CoriolanuSy sir, is not much miss'd. 
But with his friends : the commonwealth doth stand ; 
And so would do, were he more angry at it. 

Men. All's well ; and might have been much better if 
He could have temporized. 

Sic, Where is he, hear you i 

Men, Nay, I hear nothing : his mother and his wife 
Hear nothing from him. 

Bru. There is a slave, whom we have put in prison, 
Reports, — the Volscians with two several powers 
Are enter'd in the Roman territories ; 
And with the deepest malice of the war 
Destroy what lies before them. 

Men. 'Tis Aufidius : 
Who, hearing of our Marcius' banishment. 
Thrusts forth his horns again into the world ; 
Which were insheli'd, when Marcius stood for Rome, 
And durst not once peep out. 
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Enier an Officer. 

Offi. The nobles, in great earnestness, are going 
All to the senate-house : some news is come. 
That turns their countenances. 

Sic. ' Tis tills slave ;— 
G09 whip him 'fore the people's eyes : his raising. 
Nothing but his report. 

Offi, Yes, worthy sir. 
The slave's report is seconded : and more. 
More fearful, is delivered. 

Sic. What more fearful ? 

Offi, It is spoke freely out of many mouths, 
f How probable, I do not know,) that Marcius, 
Join'd with Aufidius, leads a power 'gainst Rome* 

Sic* This is most likely ! 

Bru. Raised only, that the weaker sort may wisk 
Good Marcius home again. 

Sic» The very trick on't. 

Men. This is unlikely : 
He and Aufidius can no more atone, 
Than violentest contrariety.— 
Let's to the senate^house. [Exeunt<. 

SCENE IV. 

A Plain near Rome* 

Flourish of Drums and Trumpets* 

Enter Caius Marcius Coriolanus,* Tullus Av* 
FiDius, VoLusius, Officers, and Soldiers. 

CoK No more ; — I merit not this lavish praise* 
True, we have driven the Roman legions back^ 
Defeated and disgraced : — but what is done i 
Nothing, ye Volscians.-^ 
Come on, my brave companions of the war. 
Come, let us finish at one mighty stroke 
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The toil of laboring fate,— we will, or perish.— 
While, noble Tullus, you protect the camp, 
I with my troops, all chosen men of valour. 
And well approved to-day, will storm the city. 

l^Tmn^ sounds a Parley^ 

Enter an Officer. 

Offi. My lord, a herald is arrived from Rome, 
To say, a deputation from the senate. 
Attended by the ministers of Heaven, 
A venerable train of priests and flaraens, 
Is on the way, address^ to you. 

Cor. To me ! 
What can this message mean ?— -stand to your arms, 
Ye Volscian troops : and let these Romans pass 
Betwixt the lowering frowns of double files. 
What 1 do they think so lightly of my wrongs ? 
To slake my vengeance with a few soft words I 
Come, fellow-soldiers $ Tullus, come, and see 
How I maintain the honours you have done me. 

{Flourish of Drums and Trumpets. — Exeunt 
CoRioLANus, Officer, ana Soldiers. 

Volu. Are we not, Tullus, failing in our duty, 
Kot to attend our general I 

Auf. How ! what said'st thou \ 

Volu. Methought, my lord, his parting orders were, 
We should attend the triumph now preparing 
O'er all his foes at once, — Romans and Vobcians.— 
Come, we shall give offence. 

Auf. His words are daggers to my heart : I feel 
Their trutA, but am ashamed to own my folly. 

Volu. O shame ! O infamy ! the thought consumes 
me. 
To see a Roman 

Borne on our shoulders to immortal fame, 
Just in the happy mopaent that decided 
The long dispute of ages, — that, for which 
Our geperous ancestors had toil'd and bled,— < 

e2 
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To see him then step in, and steal our glory ! 
O, that we first had perished all ! A people. 
Who cannot find in their own proper force 
Their own protection, are not worth the saving. 
Auf> It must have way; I will no more suppress 
it.— 
Know then, my valiant friend, no less than thee. 
His conduct hurts me, and upbraids my folly. 
I wake as from a dream. What dsemon moved me^ 
What doating generosity, to exalt him 
To the same level, nay, above myself? 
To yield him the command of half lAy troops ^ 
That, that was madness, ^ 

Was weak, was mean, unworthy of a man !— - 
How shall I from this labyrinth escape \ 
Must it then be ? What cruel genius dooms me. 
In war or peace, to creep beneath his fortune ? 

Fo/fi. That genius is thyself. If thou canst bear 
The very thought of stooping to this Koman, 
Thou from that moment art his vassal, Tullus \ 
By that thou dost acknowledge, parent nature 
Has form'd him thy superior. But if, fix'd 
Upon the base of manly resolution. 
Thou say'st, — I will be free, — I will command,*— - 
I and my country ; — ^then— O, never doubt it,-— 
We shall find means to crush this vain intruder :— 
Even I myself, — this hand— Nay, hear me, TuUus ;— » 
'Tis not yet come to that, that last resource : 
I do not say, we should employ the dagger. 
While other, better means are in our power. 

Airf^ No, my Volusius, fortune will not drive u% 
Or 1 am much deceived, to that extreme : 
We shall not want the strongest, fairest, pleai 
To give a solemn sanction to his fate : 
He will betray himself: Whatever his rage 
Of passion talks, a weakness for his country 
Sticks in his soul, and he is still a Roman. 
Soon shall we see him tempted to ti^e brink 
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Of this sure precipice ;— then down at once. 
Without remorse> we hurl him to perdition. 

[^Tntrnpet sounds. 
But baricy^-the trumpet calls us to a scene, 
I should detest; if not from hope we thence 
May gather matter to mature our purpose. [Exeunt* 



SCENE V. 

A Street in- Rome. 

« 

Enter Menenius, meeting Brutus and Sicinius* 

Men. O9 you hare made good work ! 

Bru. What news ? what news ? 

Sicm *Fray now, your news ? 

Men. You have made good work, 
You, and your apron-men ; you that stood so much 
Upon the voice of occupation, and 
The breath of garlick-eaters I 

Sic, We're all undone, unless 
The noble man have mercy. 

Men. Who shall ask it i 
The tribunes cannot do't for shame ; the people 
Deserve such pity of him, as the wolf 
Does of the shepherds. 
If he were putting to my house the brand 
That should consume it, I have not the face 
To say, " Beseech you, cease,*' — ^You have made 

fair hands. 
You and your crafts ! you have crafted fair ! 

Enter the Citizens. 

Here come the clusters. — 

You are they. 

That made the air unwholesomei when you cast 
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Your fitinkiDgy greasy cap6> in hooting at 
Coriolanus' exile. Now he's coming ; 
And not a hair upon a soldier's head^ 
Which will not prove a whip ; as many coxcombs^ 
As you threw caps up, will he tumble down. 
And pay you for your voices. 'T'ls no matter ; 
If he could bum us all into one coal, 
We have deserved it. 

2 CiU For mine own part. 

When I saidy ** Banish him/' I said, 'twas pity. 
1 CiU And so did I. 

3 Cit, And so did I ; and, to say the truth, so did 
very many of us : That, we did, we did for the best ; 
and though we willingly consented to his banishment, 
yet it was against our will. - 

Men, You are goodly things,— -you voices !— 
You have made 

Good work, you and your cry..— 
But here's Cominius; he will tell you news. 

Enter Cominius and Senators. 

Have you prevail'd ? Will he have mercy on us ? 
What hope has Rome yet? How did he receive 
you? 

Com. He would not seem to know me. 

Men^ Do you hear ? 

Com, Yet one time he did call me by my name : 
I urged our old acquaintance, and the drops 
That we have bled together. Coriolanus 
He would not answer to : forbad all names : 
He was a kind of nothing, titleless. 
Till he had forged himself a name i' the fire 
Of burning Rome. 

Men. Why, so ; you've made good work : 
A pair of tribunes that have reck'd for Rome, 
To make coals cheap : A noble memory ! 

Com. I minded him, how royal 'twas to pardon^ 
When it was least expected. He replied, 
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It was a bare petition of a state 
To one whom they bad punished. 

Men. Very well : 
Could be say less ? 

Com. I offer'd to awaken his regard 
For his private friends : His answer to me wzsy 
H<$ could not stay to pick them in a pile 
Of noisome, musty chaff: He said, 'twas folly^ 
Por one poor grain or two, to leave miburnt, 
And still to nose> the o£fence. 

Men, For one poor grain 
Or two ? I am one of those ; bis mother, wife. 
His child, and thb brave fellow too, we are the 

grains : , 
You are the musty chaff; and you are smelt 
Above the moon : We must be burnt for you. 

Sic, Nay, 'pray, be patient : If you refuse your aid 
In this 80 never-needed help, yet do not 
Upbraid us with our distress. But, sure, if you 
Would be your country's pleader, your good tongue^ 
More than the instant army wc can make^ 
Might stop our countryman. ^ 

Men. No : I'll not meddle. 

;SfC. I pray you, go to him. 

Men. What should I do ? 

Bru. Only make trial what your love can do, 
For Rome, towards Marcius. 

Com. He'll never hear him. 

Sic. Not? 

Com, I tell you, he does sit in gold, his eye 
Red as 'twould burn Rome ; and his injury 
The gaoler to hb pity. I kneel'd before him : 
'Twas very faintly he said, '' Rise ;" dismissed me 
Thus, with his speechless hand : What he would do. 
He sent in writing after me : what he would not, 
Bound with an oath, to yield to his conditions : 
So that all hope is vain, 
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Unless his noble mother, and his wife ; 
Who, as I hear, mean to solicit him 
For mercy to his country. 

Men. See you yond' coign o' the capito), yond' dor* 
ner-stone i 

Sic. Wbjr, what of that ? 

Men. If it be possible for you to displace it with 
your little finger, there is some hopes the ladies of 
Kome, especially his mother, may prevail with him. 

Sic. Is it possible, that so short a time can alter 
the condition of a man ? 

Men. There is a di£ferency between a grub and a 
butterfly ; yet your butterfly was a grub. This Mar- 
cius is grown from man to dragon : he has wings : he's 
more than a creeping thing. 

Sic. He loved his mother dearly. 

Men, So did he me : and he no more remembers 
his mother now, than an eight-year old horse. Mark 
what mercy his mother shall bring from him : Theiie 
ia no more mercy in him, than there is milk in a 
male tyger ; that shall our poor city find : and all this 
is 'long of you. 

1 Cit. O doleful tidings I 

2 Cit. O woeful day ! 

S Cit. What will become of us ? 

All the Citizens. O, O, O !— 

1 Cit. Let us seize the two tribunes, that did banish 
him, and throw them down the Tarpeian rock. 

Sic. O, good Menenius, save us ! 

Bru. Stand our friend ! 

Men. Not I ; they may hang, drown, bum, or 
break your worthless necla firom the rock ; 'tis all 
one to me. [Exit Menem jusl 

AU. Away with them, away with them ! 

Com. Hear me, fellow citizens ! 
Suspend awhile your anger, till you hear 
How the entreaties of his mother^ wife. 
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fl 

And our most noble matrons, work upon him ; 
They yet may bring us peace^ 

All. We will, we will. 

Com. The Roman gods prosper their embassy ! 



ACT THE FIFTH 

SCENE I. 



Tlie Volscian Camp. 

Mqurish of Druv/is qnd Trumpets. 

Caius Mabcius Coriolanus, Tui.lus Aufidius, 
VoLusiuSy SENATOBSy OFFICERS, and Soldiers. 

Cor. Here, noble Tullus, sit, and judge my con- 
duct; 
Nor spare to check me, if I act amiss. 

Aiif. Marciusy the Volscian fate is in thy hand. 

Enter Virgilia, Volumnia, Young Marcius, 
Valeria, and Roman Ladies, in mourning 
Habits. 

Cor. My wife comes fp^remost ; then the honoured 
mould 
^Vherein this trunk was framed, and vCk her hand 
The grandchild to her blood. But, out, affection ! 
All bond and privilege of nature, break ! 
Let it be virtuous, to be obstinate. — [Virgilia bows* 
What is that court'sy worth I or those dove's eyes, 
Which can make gods forsworn ? [Volumnia bows. 
My mother bows ; 
As if 01}nnpus to a mole-hill should 

11 



go CORIOLAMUS* [act ▼* 

In supplicatioii nod : and mv young boy 
»»»»■■ Shi ospcuL oi incercesnony which 

Great Nature cries, ** Deny not" — ^Let the Vol* 

scians 

Plough Rome, and harrow Italy; 

PU stand. 

As if a man were author of himself. 

And knew no other kin. 

Fir. My lord and husband! 

Cor. I melt, and am not 
Of stronger earth than others.— 
O, a kiss. 

Long as my exile, sweet as my revenge ! 
Now by the jealous queen of heav'n, that kiss 
I carry'd from thee, dear ; and my true lip 
Hath virginM it e'er since. — You gods ! I prate, 
And the most noble mother of the world 
Leave unsaluted : Sink, my knee, i' the earth ; 
Of thy deep duty more impression show 
Than that of common son;^. 

Vol. O, stand up bless'd !— * 
Thou art my warrior ; 
I holp to frame thee.*-Do you know this lady ! 

[Pointing to Valeria. 

Cor. The noble sister of Publicola, 
The moon of Rome ; chaste as the icicle, 
That's curded by the frost from purest snow. 
And hangs on Dian's temple. 

Vol. This is a poor epitome of yours, 

[Presenting Young Marcius^ 
Which, by the interpretation of full time, 
M^ show like all yourself. 

Cor. The god of soldiers, 
With the consent of supreme Jove, inform 
Thy thoughts with nobleness; that thou may^st 

prove 
To ^hame invulnerable, and stick i' the wars. 
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Like a great sea-mark, standing every flaw^ 
And saving those that eye thee ! 

Vol. Your knee, sirrah. 

Cor. That's ray brave boy. 

Vol. Even he, your wife, this lady, and myseify 
Are suitors to you. 

Cor, I beseech you, peace ; 
Or, if you'd ask, remember this before ; 
The things, I have forsworn to grant, may never 
Be held bf you denials. — Do not bid me 
Dismiss my soldiers, or capitulate 
Again with Rome's mechanics :— tell me not 
Wherein I seem unnatural :— -desire not 
To allay my rages and revenges with 
Your colder reasons. 

VoL O, no more, no more ! 
You have said, you will not grant us any thiqg ; 
For we have nothing else to ask, but that 
Which you deny already : yet we will ask ; 
That, if you fail in our reauest, the blame 
May hang upon your haraness : therefore hear us. 

Cor. Aufiuius, and you Volscians, mark : for we'll 
Hear nought from Rome in private.— Your request \ 

Vol. Think with thyself. 
How more unfortunate than all living women 
Are we come hither :— 
For either thou 

Must, as a foreign, recreant, be led 
With manacles thorough our streets, or else 
Triumphantly tread on thy country's ruin; 
And bear the palm, for having bravely shed 
Thy wife and children's blood. 

Cor. I have sat too long. 

VoL Nay, go not from us thus. 
If it were so, that our request did tend 
To save the Romans, thereby to destroy 
The Volscians whom you serve, you might condemn 
us, 

V 
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As poisonous of your honour. No ; our suit 
Is, that you reconcile them : while the Volscians 
May say, ** This mercy we have show'd;'* the Romans, 
^ This we received ;** and each, in either side» 
Give the all-hail to thee, and cry> '' Be bless'd 
Fot making up this peace !'* 

Cor. Those walls contain the most corrupt of men. 
Insolent foes to worth, the foes of virtue. 

VoL Daughter, speak you ; 
He cares not for your weeping. — Speak thou, boy ; 
Perhaps, thy childishness will move him more 
Than can our reasons.— There is no man in the world 
More bound to his mother ; yet here he lets me prate 
Xike one i' the stocks. Thou hast never in thy life 
Showed thy dear mother any courtesy ; 
When she, (poor hen !) fond of no second brood. 
Has cluck*d thee to the wars, and safely home, 
Loaden with honour. 

Auf. See, see, Volusius, how the strong emotions 
Of powerful nature shake his inmost soul ! 
See, how they tear him ! — If he long resist them, 
He is a god, or something worse than man* 

VoL He turns away : 
Down, ladies ; let us shame him with our knees. 
Nay, behold us : 

This boy, that cannot tell what he would have, 
But kneels, and holds up hands, for fellowship. 
Does reason our petition with more strength 
Than thou hast to d^ny't — Yet give us our dispatch i 
I am hush'd until our city be afire. 
And then I'll speak a little. 

Vir, Since, Coriolanus, thou dost still retain. 
In spite of all thy mother now has pleaded. 
Thy dreadful purpose, — ah, how much in vain 
Were it for me to join my supplications ! 
The voice of his Virgilia, once so pleasing. 
How shall it hope to touch the husband's heart, 
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When proof against the tears of such a' parent i 

But I must weep :*- 

O, permit me. 

To shed my gushing tears upon thy hand. 

And take my last farewell ! 

Cor, Leave me. 

Vir. I obeyw— H(^ bitter thus to part. 
Upon such terms to part, perhaps for ever ! 
But, tell me, ere I hence unroot my feet, 
IVhen to my lonely home 1 shall return, — 

Cor. Come; and complete my happiness at An- 
tium. 
You, and my honoured mother : 
There shall you see with what respect the Volscians 
Will treat the wife and mother of their general. 

VoL Treat us thyself with more respect, my son ; 
Nor dare to shock our ears with such proposals. 
Shall we desert our country,— we — who come 
To plead her cause ? Ah, no,— -a grave in Rome . 
Would better please me than a throne at Antium. 

Cor* Cease, cease, to torture me ; 
You .only tear my heart, but cannot shake it.— 
By the immortal gods, 

Vir. O, vow not our destruction ! 

^Falling on her Knees* 

Vol. Daughter, rise : 
Let us no more before the Volscian people 
Expose ourselves a spectacle of shames- 
Hear me, proud man ' I have 
A heart as stout as thine : I came not hither. 
To be sent back rejected, baffled, shamed. 
Hateful to Rome, because I am thy mother : 
A Roman matron knows, in such extremes. 
What part to take. — 
Go, barb'rous son ; go, double parricide; 
Rush o*er my corse to thy beloved revenge ! 
Tread on the bleeding breast of her, to whom 
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Thou ow*st thy life ! — Lo, thy first victim. 

[She draws a Dagger* 

Cor. [Seizing her Hand,] Ha! — 
What dost thou mean ? 

Vol, To die, while Rome is free. 

Cor, O, set not thu||^ 
My treacherous heart m arms against my reasons- 
Here, here thy dagger will he well employ'd*^ 
Pity me, generous Volscians !— Ye are men.-— 
Must it then be ? — My stifled words refuse 
A passage to the throes that wring my heart* 

Vol, Nay, if thou yieldest, yield like Coriolanus ; 
And what thou dost, do nobly. 

Cor, There, — Uis done :— 
Thine is the triumph. Nature ! — Ah, Volumnia, 
Rome by thy aid is saved — but thy son lost ! 

Vol, He never can be lost, who saves his country. 

Cor. Ye matrons,— guardians of the Romans' 
safety, — 
We grant the truce you ask.— 
Volscians, we raise the siege. ' 

[Coriolanus turns to the Roman Ladies, voho 
retire in the Order they entered, 

Auf. *Tis as we wish'd, Volusius-— 
But mark me well ;— •one offer more 
My honour bids me make to this proud man : 
If he reject it. 
His blood be on his head. 

Volu Well, I obey. 

Cot. I plainly, I'ullus, by your looks perceive. 
You disapprove ipy conduct. 

Auf. 1 mean not to assail thee with the clamour 
Of loud reproaches, and the war of words ; 
But, pride apart, and all that can pervert 
The light of steady reason, here to make 
A candid, fair proposal. 

Cor. Speak, 1 hear thee. 
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Auf. I need not tell tliee, that I have perform'd 
My utmost promise. Thou hast been protected $ 
Hast had thy. amplest, most ambitious* wish ; 
Thy wounded pride is lieal'd, thy dear revenge 
<]!ompletely sated ; andy to crown thy fortune, 
At the same time, thy peace with Rome restored. 
Thou art no more a Volscian> but a Roman : 
Return, return ; thy duty calls upon thee 
Still to protect the city thou hast saved ; 
It still may be in danger from our arms : 
Retire : I will take care thou may'st with safety. 

Cot. With safety I — Heavens ! — and think'st thou 
Coriolanus 
Will stoop to thee for safety \ — No I my safeguard 
Is in myself, a bosom void of blame.^— 
O, 'tis an act of cowardice and baseness, 
To seize the very time my hands are fetter'd 
By the strong chain of former obligation. 
The safe, sure, moment to insult me— *God8 i ' 
Were I now free, as on that day I was. 
When at Corioli 1 tamed thy pride. 
This had not been. 

Auf. Thou speak'st the truth : it had not. 
O, for that time again ! propitious gods. 
If you will bless me, grant it ! — Know, for that, 
For that dear purpose, I have now proposed 
Thou should'st return : I pray thee, Marcius, do it ; 
And we shall meet again on nobler terms. 

Cor. Till 1 have cleared my honour in your 
council. 
And proved before them all, to thy confusion. 
The lalsehood of thy charge ; as soon in battle 
I would before thee fly, and howl for mercy. 
As quit the station they've assign'd me here* 

Auf. Thou canst not hope acquittal from the Vol- 
scians \ >. 

Cor. I do : — Nay, more, expect their approbation^ 
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Their thanks. I will obtain them such a peace 

As thou durst never ask ; a perfect union 

Of their whole nation with imperial Rome, 

In all her privileges, all her rights ; 

By the just gods, I will. — What would'st thou more? 

Aufi What would I more» proud Roman ? This I 
would, — 
Fire the cursed forest, where these Roman- wohres 
Haunt and infest theif nobler neighbours round theitf ; 
Extirpate from the bosom of this land 
A false, perfidious people, who, beneath 
The mask of freedom^ are a combination 
Against the liberty of human kind,*- 
The genuine seed of outlaws and of robbers. 

Cor^ The seed of gods.— 'Tis not for thee, vaia 
boaster, — 
'Tis not for such as thou, — so often spared 
By her victorious sword, to speak of Rome, 
But with respect, and aweful veneration. — 
Whatever her blots, whatever her giddy factions. 
There is more virtue in one single year 
Of Roman story, than your Volscian annals 
Can boast through all their creeping, dark duration. 

Auf, I thank thy rage: — This full displays the 
traitor. 

Cor, Traitor ! — How now ? 

Aujl Ay, traitor, Marcius. 

Cor, Marcius! 

Atif, Ay, Marcius, Caius Marcius : Dost thou think 
111 grace thee with that robbery, thy stoPn name 
Coriolanus, in Corioli ? — 
You lords, and heads o' the state, perfidiously 
He has betray'd your business, and given up. 
For certain drops of salt, your city Rome, — 
I say, your city, — ^to his wife and mother ; 
Breaking his oath and resolution, like 
A twist of rotten silk ; never admitting 
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Counsel o' the war : but at his nurse's tears 
He whined and roar'd away your victory ; 
That pages blush'd at him^ and men of heart 
Look d wondering each at other. 

Cor^ Hear'st thou. Mars I 

Auf. Name not the god, thou boy of tears. 

Cor, Measureless liar, thou hast made my heart 
Too great for what contains it.— Boy ! — 
Cut me to pieces, Volscians ; men and lads. 
Stain all your edges in me. — Boy !— 
If you have writ your annals true, 'tis there. 
That, like an eagle in a dovecote, I 
Fluttered your Volscians in Corioli ; 
Alone I did it : — Boy ! — But let us part, 
Lest my rash hand should do a hasty deed. 
My cooler thought forbids. 

Auf, I court 
The worst thy sword can do ; while thou from me 
Hast nothing to expect, but sore destruction ; 
Quit then this hostile camp ; once more I tell thee, 
Thou art not here one single hour in satety. 

Cor. O, that I had thee in the field. 
With six Aufidiuses, or more, thy tribe. 
To use my lawful sword, — 

Volu. Insolent villain ! 

[VoLusius, and other Volscian Ofvicers, 
draxjOi and kiU Coriolanus. 

Auf, My lords, when you shall know 
The great danger 

Which this man's life did owe you, you'll rejoice 
That he is thus cut off. Please it, your honours. 
To call roe to your senate, I'll deliver 
Myself your loyal servant, or endure 

Your heaviest censure. 

My rage is gone, 
And 1 am struck with sorrow. 
Bear from hence his body : 
Let him be regarded 
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At. f^'' 

AS the most nobJe corsp fim* . 
Did follow to hUurn • ' *''" ^'«^'* 



THE END. 
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The story of this Tragedy has been told in many 
flB andent ballad^ and other ingenious works ; but Mr. 
Jftalone supposes^ that Shakspeare is more indebted 
for his fable to " The true Chronicle History of King 
Jjear and his three Daughters^ Goneril, Rega% and 
Cordelia," than to any other production. 

Camden^ in his Rem»ns^ gives the following ac- 
count of an English King^ which is also similar to the 
story of Leir, or Lear :— 

*' Ibsl, King of the West Saxons, had thrpe daugh« 
•ters, of whom, upon a time, he demanded, whether 
•they did love him, and so would do during their livea^ 
above all others ? The two elder sware deeply they 
would ; the youngest, but the wisest, told her &ther 
flatly, that albeit she did love, honour, and reverence 
iiim, and so would whilst she lived, as mudi as nature 
and daughterly duty at the uttermost could expect ; 
yet she did think that one day it would come Jbo 
.pass, that she should affisct another more fervently, 
meaning her husband, when she were married.^ 

This relation, the commentator imagines, may pro- 
bably have been applied to King Lear, who, Geoffrey 
of Monmouth says, " Nobly governed his country for 
sixty years, and died about eight hundred years befoije 
the birth of Christ." 

Notwithstanding the number of histories and 'books 
j^f fiction that have promulgated this piteous tale of ^ 
monarch and his children, it remains a. dotibt among 
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the most learned on the 'subject, whether such an 
event, as here described, ever, in reality, occurred. 

But, if it never did before tlie time of Shakspeare, 
certainly something very like it has taken place since. 
Lear is not represented much more affectionate to his 
daughters by Shakspeare, than JameS the Second h 
by Hume. James's daughters were, besides, under 
more than ordinary obligations to their king and fa- 
ther, for the tenderness he had evinced towards their 
mother, in raising her from a humble station to the 
elevation of his own ; and thug preserving these two 
princesses from the probable di^raoe of illegitimatef 
birth. 

Even to such persons as hold it was right to drive 
King James from the throne, it must be a subject of 
lamentation, that his beloved children were the chief 
instruments of those concerned. When the king was 
informed that his eldest daughteir, Mary, was landed, 
and proceedings to the metropolis, in order to dethrone 
him, he called, as the historian relates, for the princess 
Auncr-Hand called for her by the tender description 
of his " dear, his only remaining daughter.** On the 
information given to his majesty in return, that *^ she 
had forsook the palace to joiA her sister," the king 
wept- and tore his hair. 

Lear, exposed on a bleak heath, suffered not more 
than James, at one of our sea-ports, trying to escape 
to France. King Lear was only pelted by a storm. 
King James by his merciless subjects. 

Not one of Shakspeare's plays more violently agi- 
tate9 the passions than this tragedy; parients and cbil'* 



^a ure aUke interested ki eveiy dharacter> 4Uid in* 
^tructed bjr each. There 10^ jievertheless^ toomudb of 
ancient cruelty in many of the events. An audience 
finds horror prevail over compassion on Glosters loss 
of his eyes : and though Dr. Johnson has vindicated 
this frightful incident^ by sayings *' Shakspeare well 
knew what would please the audience for which he 
yrote^" jet this argument is no apology for the cor- 
nct9n of Shakspeare, who have altered the drama to 
gratify spectators more refined^ and yet have mot es- 
puaged this savage and improbable act 
• The nice distincti<« which the author iias made 
between the real and the counterfeit madman in this 
tragedy^ is a part of the work particularly admired 
,by the experienced observers of that fatal disordelrf; 
Vkd, to sum tip the whole worth of the produotion^ 
'the reader may now say of it, with some dej^ree of 
qualification, what Tate said before "he had employed 
much time and taste on the alteration : '^ tt is a heap 
of jewels, unstrung and unpolished, yet so dazeling 
in their disorder, that I soon perceived I had seized 
a treasure.'* 

It b curious and consolatory for a minor critic to 
observe, how the great commentators on Shakspeare 
differ in their opinions. 

* Tate alters the play of King Lear, and instead of 
suffering the good Cordelia to die of grief^ as Shak- 
speare had done, he rewards her with life, love, and 
a throne. Addison* in his ^)ectator, condemns liim 
for this ; Dr. Johnson -commends him for it ; both 
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phowing exoellesit reasons. Then comes Steeventf; 
who gives a better reason than all^ why they are aU 
ffrong. 
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KING LEAR. 



ACT THE FIRST. 

SCENE I. 

An Antechamber in King Lear's PaUwe. . 

Enter Edmund. ^./ 

Edm, Thou, Nature, art my goddess ; to thy lnw , . 
My services are bound : why am I then . ■ ' 

Deprived of a sons right, because I came not ^ 

In the dull road that custom has prescribed ? ^ 

"Why bastard ? Wherefore base ? when I can boast \, 
A mind as gen'rous, and a shape as true "^ 

As honest madam's issue? Why are we 
Held base, who, in the lusty stealth of na:ture, \ \ ' 

Take fiercer qualities than what compound ^ ^ 

The scanted births of the stale marriage-bed? * . •'^ '' 
Well then, legitimate Edgar, to thy right 
Of law I will oppose a bastard^s cunning. 
Our father's love is to the bastard Edmund 
As to legitimate Edgar ; with success 
IVe practised yet on both their easy natures.— 
Here comes the old man, chafed with the information. 
Which last I forged against my brother Edgar ; 
A tale so plausible, so boldly utter'd. 
And heighten d by such liicky accidents. 
That now the slightest circumstance confirms him. 
And base-born Edmund, spite of law, inherits. 

^Reiires a little. 

Enter Kent and Gloster. 

Gbst. Nay, good my lord, no more ; your charity 
Oershoots itself, -to plead in his behalf; 



8 KING LEAR. ]jLCT^U 

Yoa mte yourself a father, and may feel ' 

The sting of dmbe^ience from a son 
First-bom and best-beloved. — O^ villain Edgar I 

Kent. Be not too rash ; all may be forgery^ 
And time yet dear the duty of your son. 

Ghst. Plead with the seas, and reason down the 
winds. 
Yet shalt thou ne*er convince me : I have seen 
His foul designs through all a father^s fondness. 

Ednu [Advancing.'] It works as I could wish ; I'll 
show myself. 

GloH. Ha, Edmund! welcome, boy. — O Kent! see 
here 
Inverted nature, Gloster'fi shame and glory i 
This by-bom, the wild sally of my youth. 
Pursues me with all filial offices; 
Whilst Edgar, begg'd of Heaven, and bom in honour. 
Draws plagues upon my head, that urge me still 
To curse in age the pleasure of my youth. 
Nay, weep not, Edmund, for thy brother's crimes. 
Oh gen'rous boy ! thou shar'st but half his blood. 
Yet lov'st beyond the kindness of a brother : 
Put m reward thy virtue. Follow me. 
My lord, you wait the king, who comes resolv'd 
To quit the toils of empire, and divide 
His realms amongst his daughters. Heav'n succeed it ! 
But much I fear the change* 
Kent. I grieve to see him 
"With such wild starts of passion hourly seiz'd^ 
As render majesty beneatii itself. 

Glost. Alas ! *tis the infirmity of his age : 
Yet has his temper ever been unfixt, 
Chol'ric, and sudden^ ' IFlourisk of trumpets. 

Hark, they approach. 

{Exeunt Gloster, Kent, and Edmund. 

Enter Cordelia and Edgar. 
£%. Cordelia, royal fair^ turn yet, once more> 
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And, ertf saccessful Borgandy reoeive * 

The treasure of thy heauties from the kiog^- ' 
Ere happy Burgundy for ever fold thee, 
Cast back one pitjdng look on wretched Edgar* 

Cord* Alas ! what would the wretched Edgar with 
The more unfortunate Cordelia ? 
Who^ in obedience to a father's wiU^ 
Flies from her Edgar's arms to Burj^^undy's. 



SCENE II. 

A Room of State in the Palace. 



Fkmrisk ^ Trumpet*''''J)rutns. 

King Lear upon his Throne. 

Albany^ Cornwall, Burgundy^ Kent> Gloster^ 
GoNERiL^ Regan^ Cordelia^ Captain of the 
Guard, Knights^ Pages, Gentleman it^t/A the 
Map, Gentleman with the Crown, Lords, La- 
dies, &c. &c discovered, 

Lear. Attend my lords of Albany and Cornwall, 
With princely Burgundy ? 

Alh. We do, my liege. 

Lear. Give me the map.-— Know, lords, we have 
divided 
In three our kingdom, having now resolv'd 
To disengage from our long toil of state. 
Conferring all upon your younger years. 
You, Burgundy, Cornwall, and Albany, 
Ix)ng in ottr court have made your amoreus sojourn 



10 K|«0 LBAtU C^CT I« 

Afld now are to be aoAwer d.-— Tell me^ my daughters^ 
Whicb of yoU loFes us most^ that we may place 
Our largest bounty with the largest merit. 
Goneril^ our eldest born> speak first. 
' Cron. Sir, I do We you more than words can utter^ 
Beyond what can be valued rich or rare ; 
Nor liberty^ nor 6ight^ healthy fiune^ nor beauty^ 
Are half so dear ; my life for you were ¥ile ; 
j(kA much as child can love the best of fathers. 

Ijcar. Of all these bounds, e'en from this line to 
this. 
With shady forests, and wide-skirted meads, 
We make thee lady ; to thine and Albany's isfue 
Be this perpetual. — ^What says our second dai^ter^ 
Began, wife to Cornwall? 

Reg. My sister, sir, in part, exprest nnf love ; 
For such as hers, is mine, though more extended : 
Sense has no other joy that I csn reHflb ; 
I have my all in my dear life's love. 

Lear. Therefore^ to. thee and thine hereditary. 
Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom. 

Cord, Now oomes my trial. — How am I distrest, 
That must wiA cold speech tempt the AoVfic king 
Rather to leave me dowerless, dian condemn me 
To Burgundy's embraces 1 

Lear, Speak now our last, not least in our dear 
love, — 
Spends my task of state, — Cordelia, speak; 
What canst thou say to win a richer third, 
Than what thy sisters gain'd ? 

Cord* Now must my love, in words> fall short of 
theirs. 
As much 83 it exceeds in truth.— Nothing, my lord; 

Lear, Nothing? 

Cord, Nothing. 

Lear. Nothing can come of nothing ; speak agajiw 

Cord* Unhappy Am I th»t I can t disspiaUe : , _ 
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Sir, as I oughts I love your m^j/edj. 
No more, nor less. 

Lear. Take heed^ CMkiia ; 
Thy fortunes are at flUke ; think better on% 
And mend thy ajpeeeh a little* 

Cord, O my uege ! 
You gare me neing^ bred me, dearly love me^ 
And T return my duty as I ought^ 
Obey you^ love.you^ and most honour you. 
Why have my sisters husbands^ if they We jrou all ? 
Haply when I shall wed^ the lord, whose hand 
Shall take my plight, will carry half my love ;- 
For I shall never marry like my sisters, n^^ 

To love my father all. -^ 1 

Lear. And goes thy heart with this ? 
'Tis said that I am chorric. Judge me, gods. 
Is there not cause ? Now, minion, I perceive ; 
The truth of what has been suggested to us. 
Thy fondness for the rebel son of Gloster. — ^— ^ 
And, oh ! take heed, rash girl, lest we comply 
With thy fond wishes, which thou wilt too late \ 

Repent ; for know, our nature cannot brook 
A child so young and so ungentle. ^ 

Cord, So young, my lord, and true. 
• Lear. Thy truth then be thy dower ; 
For, by the sacred sun and solemn night, 
I here disclaim all my paternal care. 
And, from this minute, hold thee as a stranger 
Both to my blood and favour. 

Kent, /fliis is phrensy. 
Consider, good my liege— 

Lear, Peace, Kent; 
Come not between a dragon and his rage. 
I lov*d her most, and in her tender trust 
Design'd to have bestow'd mine age at ease. 
So be my grave my peace, as here I give 
My heart from her, and with it all my wealth ! 
Mv lords of Comvp^ and of Albany, 
I do invest you jointly with full t\^\\1 
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Id this fair third, Cor4elia*» forfeit dow'r. 
Mark me^ my lords, obsenre our last resolFe ; 
Ourself, attended by an hundred knights. 
Will make abode with you in monthly course ; 
The name alone of king remain with me. 
Yours be the execution and revenues. 
This is our final will ; and, to confirm it. 
This coronet part between you. 
Kent. [Kneels.'] Royal Lear, 
Whom I have ever honour'd as my king. 
Loved as my £ather, as tny master foUow'd, 
And, as my patron, thought on in my prayers^ 



Lear» Away ! the bow is bent, make from the shaft. 

Kent. l^Rises.2 No, let it &11, and diench within my 
heartr 
Be Kent unmannerly when Lear iik mad. 
Thy yiNingest daughteiv— 

Lear. On thy 1&, no more« 

Kent,. What wilt thoo. do;,^ old man ? 

Lear. Out of my sight! 

KeuL See better firsts 

Lear. Now, by the god o ■■ »■ ■ 

Kent. Now, by the gods, rash king, thou swear'st 
in vain* , 

Lear. Ha, traitor i Z^!^ ^ hand on his sword. 

Kent. Do, kill thy physician, Lear ; 
Strike through my throat ; yet, with my latest breath, 
I'll thunder in thine ear my just complaint. 
And tell thee to thy face, that thou dost ill. 

Lear. Hear me, rash man; on thine allegiance 
hear me : 
Since thou hast striven to make us break our vow. 
And press'd between our sentence imd our powr, 
(Which nor our nature, nor our place, can bear,) 
We banish thee for ever from our sight 
And kingdom : If, when three days are expired. 
Thy hated trunk be found in our dominions. 
That moment is tliy death.*-«-Away. 



SCBNB 11.3 KINO LEAR. 13 

KenL Why, -tee thee well, long; rinoe tboa art 
resulvedy 
I take 4]iee at thy word ; I will not stay 
To see thy falL The gods protect thee, maid. 
That truly think'st, and hast most justly said. 
Thus to old climates my old truth I bear; 
Friendship lifes hence, and banishment is here. 

lExit Kent. 

Xear. Now* Burgundy, you see her price is fall'n ; 
Yet, if the fondness of your ^Mission still 
Affect her as she standis, dow'rless, and lost 
In our esteem, 8he*s yours; take her, or leave her. 

Burg, Pardon me, royal Lear, I but demand 
The dow*]: yourself proposed, and here I take 
Cordelia by the hand. Duchess of Burgundy, 

Lear, Then leave her, sir ; for, by a fiitherV rage, 
I tell you all her wealth. 

[^Cordelia (hrams hersdf ai Lear's Feet, 
Away ! away I away I ^Flourish of Trumpets, S^, 

[Exeunt M hut Cordeua. 

ErUer Edgar. 

Edg, Has Heav'n then, weigh'd the merit ni my 
love. 
Or is it the raving of a sickly thought? 
Could Burg^undy forego so rich a prize. 
And leave her to despairing Edgar's arms ? 

[Raises Cordelia. 
Smile, princess, and convince me ; for, as yet, 
I duubt, and dare not trust the dazzling joy. 
: Cord, Some comfort yet, that 'twas no vicious Uot 
That has depriv'd me of a father's grace ; 
But merely want of that, that makes me rich 
In wanting it ; a smooth professing tongue. 
O sisters ! I am loth to call your ^ult 
As it deserves ; but use our father well. 
And wrong*d Cordelia never shall repine. 
: Edg. O heav'nly maid ! that art thyself thy dow'r, 

B 
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Ri(jher in 'viirtiie thim the stars in figiit ; 
If Edgar's humble fortunes may be grac'd 
With thy acceptance, at thy feet he lays them* 
Ha ! my Cordelia, dost thou turn away ? 
What hare I done t' offend thee? 

Cord, Talk'd of love. 

Edg. Then I Ve offended oft ; Cordelia tm^ 
Has mt permitted me so to offend. 
• Cord, When, Edgar, I permitted your addresses, _ 
I was the darling daughter of a king; 
Nor can I now forget my royal birth. 
And live dependent on my lorer's fortune; 
I cannot to so low a fisite submit; 
And therefore study to forget your passion. 
And trouble me upon this theme no more, 
< ' Edg. How are we tost on fortune's fickle flood f 
Thewave that, with surprising kindness, brought 
The dear wreck to my arms, has snatch'd it back. 
And left me mourning on the barren shore. 
- Cord. [_Ande,'] This baseness of the ignoble Bur- 
gundy 
Draws just suspicion on the race of men ; 
ttis love was int'rest, so may Edgar's be: 
If so, I shall oblige him by denying; ... 

But, if his love be fix'd, a constant flame. 
My heart as grateful to his truth shall be. 
And cold Cordelia prove as kind as he. 

J[Exit Cordelia. 

Enter Edmund, hastily. 

Edm. Brother, IVe found you in a lucky minute : 
Fly, and be -safe; some villain has incensed 
Our father against your life. 

Edg. Distressed Cordelia ! — rbut oh, more cruel ! 

Edm. Hear me, sir; wake, sir, wake; your life's in 
danger. 

JSrf^. Say you, brother ?-—r- 
No tears, good Edmund ; if thou brihgfst me tidings 
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T&tr present will befit so kind a hand. 

Edm. Your danger^ sir, comes on so fast. 
That I want time t' inform you ; but retire. 
Whilst I taike eare to turn the pressing stream. 
O Gods ! for Heaven's sake, sir,— 

Eclg. Pardon me, Edmund;— but you talk'd of 
danger. 
And wish'd me to retire. — ^Must all our vdws 
End thus ? — Friend, I obey you. — O Cordelia ! 

[^ExH EdoarI 

Ednu Ha] ha! Fond man! Such credulous ho- 
nesty 
Lessens the glory of my artifice ; 
His nature is 80 far from doing wrongs. 
That he suspects none: if this letter speed. 
And pass for Edgar's, as himself would 'own 
The counterfeit, but for the foul contents, 
Then my designs are perfect. — -*Here comes Gloster^ 

Enter Gloster. 

Glost, Stay, Edmund, turn; what paper were yrm 

reading? 
Edm, A trifle, sir. 

Glost. What needed then that terrrible despatch 
of it 
Into your pocket ? Come, produce it, sir. - ^ 

Edm, A letter from my brother, sir : I had 
Just broke the seal, but knew not the contents ; 

[^He gives Gloster the Letter. 
Yet, fearing they might prove to blame, 
Endeavour'd to conceal it from your sight. 
Glost. This is Edgar s character. 

[[Reads.] This policy of fathers is intolerable, that 
keeps our fortunes from us till age will not suffer us to 
enjoy them ; I am tveary of the tyranny. Come to me, 
fhat of this I may speak more. If our father fvould 
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sleqj till I waked Um, you should enjoy half his pos^ 
sessions, and live hehved of your brother. 

Sleep till I waked him, you eilioald enjoy 
Half hb posseesions ! — Edgar to write this 
'Gainst his indulgent fkthef ! Death and hell ! 
Fly, Edmund^ seek him out. 
^A. . JEdm. Perhaps 'twas writ, my lord, to prove my 
^y tV" virtue. 

^^7^ G/itM^. These late edipsea of the sim and moon 
^ / Can bode no less ; love cools, and friendship fails ; 



/vln cities mutiny, in countries disfcord; 
^;55y^The bond of n aturej yark'd 'twi?t so 
V ... I^d out the villain, do it carefully. 



B bond of "5^!][!:g^ cra^VH 'twig:t^so g an d father. — 



And it shall lose thee nothing. \Eaeil Oldster. 

Edm. So, now my project's firm; but, to make sure, 
1*11 throw in one proof more, and that a bold one ; 
1*11 place old Gloster where he shall o*erhear us 
Confer of this design ; whilst, to his thinking, 
Deluded Edgar shall accuse himself. 
Be honesty my int rest, and I can 
Be honest U)o ; and what saint so divine. 
That will successful villany decline ? 

\^Exit Edmund. 
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SCENS III. 

The Court before the Duke of Albany's Paiaee^' 

Enter Kent, disguised* 

Kent. Now^ banish'd Kent^ if thou canst pay thy 
duty^ 
In this di^fuise^ wh^« thou dost stand oondenm'd^ 
Thy master Lear shall find thee full of labours. 

[^Retires a KttleA 

Enter Kino Lsar^ attended by his Physician ^lu^ Am 

Knights. 

' Lear. In there, and tell our daughter we are here. 

^Exit First Knight. 
Now> what art thou ? [[Kent advances. 

Kent. A man, sir. 

Lear. What dost thou profess, or wouldst with us? 

J^ent. I do profess to be no less than I seem,..tA^ 
serve him truly that puts me in trust, to love him that*B 
honest, to converse with him that's wise and speaks 
little, to fight when I can*t choose, and to eat no fish 

Lear. I say, what art thou ? 

Kent. A very honest-hearted fellow, and as poor as 
the king. 

Lear. If thou be as poor for a subject, as he is for 
a king, thou art poor enough.-— Dost thou know me, 
fellow ? 

Kent. No, sir ; but you have that in your counte- 
nance, which I would ^n call master. 

Lear. What's that ? 

Kent. Authority. 

Lear. What services canst thou do ? 

Kent, I can keep honest counsel, mar a curious 
tale in the telllug, deliver a plain message bluntly; 
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thBt, which ordioary men are fit for^ I am qualified 
in ; and the best of me is diligence. 

Lear, How old art thou? 

KefU. Not so youngs sir^ to love a woman for sing- 
ing; nor-so old, to dote on her for any thing : I hare 
years on my back, forty-eight. 

Lear. Thy name ? 

Kent, Caius. 

Lean Follow me ; thou shalt serve me. 

Enter Oswald singing, and passing ItiNG Leab 

carelessly. 
Now sir? 

Osw, Sir. — Tol de rcl, S^, ^Exit singi?^, 

Lear, What says the fellow ? call the dodpole faada 

[Ejcit Second Knioht. 

3 Kmght, My lord^ I know not; hut, methinka, ypur 
highness is entertained with slender ceremony. 

Lear, Say*st thou so ? 
Thou but rememherst me of mine own conception. 

EtAer First Knioht. 

y^y came not that slave back when I calFd him ? 

1 Knight . My lord, he answered, i' the surliest man- 
ner, that he would not. £Exit Kent. 

Lear, I hope our daughter did not so instruct him; 

Oswald t; brought in hy Kent and Second Kniout. 

Now, who am I, sir ? , 

Osw, Mv lady's father. 

Lear, My lady's father ! My lord's knave. \ 

^Strikes him: 

Osw. ril not be struck, my lord. 

Kent, Nor tripp'd neither, you vile civet-box. * 

£Trips up his Iieels, 

Lear, I thank thee, fellow ; thou serv'st me. 

Kent,.Qomei sir, arise, away; I'll teach you dif- 
feeenoes. {Exit Oswald. 
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Gm. JiWitkm.2 BjtUy and oigkt I this is insufl^ 
able ; 
I will not bear it. 

Enier Goneril^ attended by Paoc and Ladies. 

Lear. Now, daughter, why that frontlet on? 
Speak, does that frown beccnae our presmoe? 

Gon. Sir, this licentious insolence of your senrants 
Is most unseemly ; hourly they break out 
In quarrels, bred by their unbounded riots ; 
I had fair hope, by making this known to you. 
To have had a quick redress ; but find, too late. 
That you protect and countenance their outrage ; 
And therefore, sir, I take this freedom, which 
Necessity makes discreet. 

Lfear. Are you our daughter ? 

Gon. Come, sir, let me entreat you to make use 
Of your discretion, and put off betimes 
This disposition that of late transforms you 
From what you rightly are. 

Lear. Does any here know me ? Why, this is not 
Lear! 
Does Lear walk thus? Speak thus? Where are his 

eyes? 
Who is it that can tell me who I am? 
Your name, fair gentlewoman ? 

G0H. Come, sir, this admiration's much o* th* sa- 
vour 
Of other your new humours ; I beseech you 
To understand my purposes aright: 
As you are old, you should be staid and wise : 
Here* do you keep an hundred knights and squires. 
Men so debauch'd and bold, that this our palace 
Shows like a riotous inn, a tavern, brothel : 
Be then advised by her, that else will take 
That whicli she hegs^ to lessen your attendants ; 
Take half away, and see that the remainder 
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Be sucfa as may b^fit your age, and know 
ThemselFes and you. 

Lear. Darkness and devils ! — 
Saddle my horses^ call my train togfetLer. 
Degenerate viper !— Ill not stay with thee ; 
I yet have left a daughter — Serpent ! Monster I^r^ 
Lessen my train, and call them riotous 1 
4il men approved, of choice and rarest parts. 

That each particular of duty know.*-^ 

How small, Cordelia, was thy fault !-i-0 Lear, 

Beat at this gate that let thy folly in. 

And thy dear judgment out ! Go, go, my people. 

Enter Albany. 

Ingrateful diike! — ^Prepare my horses.—- Was this 

your will ? 
Who stirs ? VEadt Fourth Knight, 

^». What, sir?. 

Lear, Death ! fifty of my followers at a clap ? 

Alb. The matter, madam ? 

Gon. Never afflict yourself to know the cause. 
But give his dotage way. 

Lear. Blasts upon thee ! 
Th' untefiided woundings of a father's curse 
Pierce every seijse about thee ! — Old fond 6y.es, 
Beweep this cause agafn, FU pluck ye out. 
And cast ye, with the waters that ye lose. 

To temper clay. No, Gorgon ;— thou shalt find 

That I'll resume the shape^ which thou dc^st think 
I have cast off for ever. ^ 

Gon. Mark ye that? 

Alb. Fm ignorant — ^ 

Lear. It way be so, my lord. — Hear, Nature, hear | 
Dear goddess, hear ! Suspend thy purpose, if 
Thou didst intend to make this creature fruitful I 
Into her womb convey sterility ! 
Dry up in her the organs of increase ; 
That from her derogate body never spring' 



ACT 11.3 JUKCFCKAB. M 

A babe to iioaonr her 1-^If riie mHst teen. 
Create ber child of spleen ; that it msnf live. 
And be a thwart disnatured torment to her ! 
Let it stamp wrinkles in her brow of jioudi ; 
With cadent tears £ret diannek in her cheeks; 
Tura all her mother*^ pains snd benefits 
To laughter and contempt ; that she may feel. 
How sharper than a serpent's tooth it is. 
To have a thankless child ! — Away, away ! " 

\^Exeunt King Lear and his ATreNOAKts-^ 
Albany, Gonerii., and their Attenbantb. 



- ACT THE SECOND- 



SCENE I. 
The Earl of Gloster's Castle* 

Enter Edmund. 

Edm. The duke of Cornwall comes iicre to-night; 
I'll take the advantage, to complete «iy project. — 

J[Knoeks at a door. 
Brother, a word ; come forth ! 'tis I, your friend. 

Enter Edgar. 

My father watches for you; fly this place ; 
Intelligence is giv'n where you are hid; 
Take the advantage of the night. — ^Bethink you. 
Have you not spoke 'gainst the Duke of Cornwall, . 
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Something miglit show you a faTOurer of ■ V 
Duke All»ay% party ? 

Edg. Nothing ; why ask you ? ' 

Edm. Because he'sxoming here to-night in haste. 
And It^fan with him. 

Edg. Let them come <m; 111 stay and clear my« 
self- 

Edm. Your innocence at leisure may foe hear^^ 
But Gloster's storming rage as yet is deaf^ 
And you may perish «re flowed the hearing, 
- Olost. IWiihouQ This WRj, this way. 

Edm. I hear our father coming — Pardon me :-^ 
In cunning I must draw my sword upon you : — 
Draw : seem to defend you^:s§lf : now quit you well ; 
Yield : come before my ^ther ; — help, ho, here ! — 
Fly, brother; — ^help, here, help! — ^farewell, farewell. — 

. . [^Exit Edgar. 
Some blood drawn on me would beget opinion 
Of our more fierce encounter — I have seen 
Drunkards do more than this in very sport. 

]^Stabs himself in the arm. 

JSnter Gloster (ind Servants, 

Glod. Now, Edmund, where's the traitor ? 

Edm. Here stood he in the dark, his sharp sword 
out. 
Mumbling of wicked charms,"-t- 

Gbst But where is he ? 

Edm* took, sir, I bleed. 

GIq;^, Where is the villain, Edmund ? 

Edm. Sir, he is fled. When by no means he could — 

Glost. By no means, what ? 

Edm. Persuade me to the murder of your lordship ;. 
But that I told him the revenging gods 
'Gainst parricides did all their thunders bend ; 
Spqke with how manifold and strong a bond 
The child was bound to the father ;-'-sir, in fine. 
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Seeing how loibly opposite I dtboJ 

^o Ins unnatfiral purpose^ in full motion^ 

With hid prepared swoi*d^ he chiarges home ^ 

My unprovided body^ lanc*d mine arm : 

But when he saw my best alarum'd spirits^ 

Bold in the quarrel's rights rous'd to the encountier> 

Or whether gasted by the noise I made> 

FuH suddenly he fled. 

Glast. Let him fly far ; this kingdom shall not hid^ 
him. 
The noble duke my patron comes to-night ; 
By his authority I ^ill proclaim 
•Rewards for him that brings him to the stake^ * 
And death for the concealer; 
Then of my lands^ loyal and natural boy, 
1*11 work the mean^to make thee capable. J^Exeunt 

SCENE U* 

Before the EaIil of Oldster's Castle. 

Enter Kent, in disguise, and, Oswald. 

Osm. Oood morrow^ friend : belong'st thou to this 
liouse?' 

Kent. Ask them will answer thee. 

Osw. Where may we set our horses ? 

Kent, r th' mire. 

Osw. I am in ha^te; pr'ythee, if thou lo e me> tell 
me.. 

Kent. I love thee not. 

Osw. Why then, I care not for thee. 

Kent If I had thee in Lipsbury pinfold, I'd make 
thee care for me. 

Osw. What dost thou mean ? I know thee not. ■ 

Kent. But, minion, I know thee. 
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Osw. What dost thou \jaow me far? 

Kent, For a base^ proudv beggarly^ white4iF«rf4 
glass-gazing^ super-8ervioeable» jfinical rogue ; <mi9 th|Uk 
would be a piiiq;» in way i»f good service^ an4 art 
nothing but a composition of kuave^i beggar> coward, 
jjMuider^ 

Osm. What a monstrous fellow art thott« thus t9 
rail at one that is neither known of thee^ nor kaows 
thee! 

Ketd. Impudent slave ! not know me, who but two 
days since tripped up thy heels before the king I 
Draw^ miscreant^ or 1*11 make the moon shine through 
thee. ^Dramng his sfoord. 

Osnf. What means the fellow ? I tell thee^ I have 
nothing to do with thee. 

KenL Draw, you rascal. I know your rog^beship ^ 
office; you come with letters against the king, taking 
taiy young lady Vanity's part against her royal father : 
Draw, rsiscal. 

O^iv. Murder ! murder ! help ! 

{Exit Kent after him. 

Flourish of Trumpets. 

Enter Duk« op Cornwall, Regan, Page, Ladies, 
Captain of the Guard, and Guards; Gloster 
and Edmund. 

Glost, All welcome to your graces; you do me 
honour. 

Com, Gloster, we have heard with sorrow, that your 
life 
Has been attempted by your impious son : 
3ut Edmund here has paid you strictest duty. 

Ghst, He did bewray his practice, and receiT*d 
The hurt you see, striving to apprehend him. 

Com, Is he pursued ? 

Glost, He is, my lord. 
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Eeg. Use our authority to apprehend 
The traitor, and do justice on his head. 
For you^ Edmund^ that have signalized 
Your virtue^ you from henceforth shall he ours ; 
Natures of such firm trust we much shall need.-r 
^Aside.2 A diarming youth> and worth my fiMrther 

tnought ! 
Com. Lay comfort, nohle Gloster, to your hreast. 
As we to oiurs. This night be spent in revels. 
We choose you, Gloster, for our host to-night, 
A troublesome expression of our love. 
On, to the sports before us. J[Noue mthin of Os^ 

WALD crying oiU.^ — ^Who are these ? . 

Enter Oswald, pursued by Kent. 

Glost. ■'H^ioWf what's the matter ? 

Garn* Keep peace, upon your Uret; he dies that 
strikes. 
Whence, and what are ye ? 

Reg. The messengers from our sister, and the king. 

Com, Your difference ? speak. 

Osw. I'm scarce in breath, my lord. 

Kent: No marvel, you have so bestir^d your valour. 
Nature disclaims the dastard ; a tailw made him. 
' Cont. Speak yet, how grew your quarrel? 

Osw, Sir, this old ruffian here, whose life I spar'd 

In pity to his beard, 

' Kent. Thou essence-bottle ! 

In pity to my beard!— Your leave, my lord. 

And I will tread the musk-cat into mortar. 

Com. Know'st thou our presence ? 

Kent. Yes, sir, but anger has a privilege, 
r Com. Why art thou angiy ? 

Kent. That such a slave as this should wear a sword. 
And have no courage ; office, and no honesty; 
Not frost and fire hold more antipathy 
Than I and such a knave. 
' Clost. Why dost thou call him knave ? 

c 
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KetU. His odunt€»iance likes me pot. , 

Conu No more^ perhaps^ does mine^ nor his^ or hen, 

Kent. Plain dealing is my trade ; and^ to 1^ plaii^ 
siri 
I have seen better faces in my time^ 
Than stand on any shoulders now before me. 

Reg. This is some fellow^ that having once been 
prais'd 
For bbnitness^ since affects a saucy rudeness ; 
But I hare known one of these surly knaves^ 
That in his plainness harbour d more design 
Than. twenty cringing, complimenting^ minions.- "' 

Com. Whafs the offence. jou gave him t 

Osw. Never any, sir; 
It pleased the king, his master^ lately 
To strike me on a slender misconstruction;.' 
Whilst^ watching his advantage^ this old lurcher 
Tripp'd me behind, for which the king extolFd him ; 
And, flush'd with the honour of this bold exploit^ . 
Drew on me here again. , 

Com. Bring forth the stocks ; we*U teach you. 

Kent. Sir, I m too old to learn ; 
Call not the stocks for me ; I serve the king. 
On whose employment I was sent to you : 
You*ll show too small respect^ and too bold malice 
Against the person of my royal master^ 
Stocking his messenger. 

[^Attendants bring forth the stocks. 

Com. Bring forth the stocks ; as I have life and 
honour. 
There shall he sit till noon. 

[[Attendants seize Krnt. 

Reg. Till noon, my loi^ ! Till night, and all night 
too. 

Kent. Why, madam, if I were your &ther s dog^^ 
You would not use me so. 

Reg. Sir, being his knave, I will. 

{[Attendants put. Kent into the s^^s. 
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Ttrar graoes to forbear hkn ;: 
His fioulV is much^ and the good king, his master, 
1^1 check him for't : but needs must take it ill 
To be thus slighted in his messenger. 

Com, We'll answer that ; 
Our sister may receive it worse, to hare 
Her gentleman assaulted. To our busines^y tadL 

. ^Exeunt aU but Gloster tnlo ike cttMik^ 

Ghst. lam sorry for thee, friend; 'tis the duke'9 
]^easure, 
Who^ dispositioji w31 natW eoattJoIl'd ; 
But r 11 entreat finr fhee. 

£»ii; Pnnr^^iiot, nr.- 

I Jiaf«^watin*d and travelled hard; 

ifauuffme I shall sleep out, the rest 1*11 whistle. 

Farewell^ tVye, sir. \EanJt Gi^oster tnto theof^tle^ 

All weary and o'erwatch'd, 

I foel the drowsy guest steal on me ; take 

Advantage, heavy eyes^ of this kind slumber. 

Not to behold this nle and shameful lodging. 



SCENE ivu 

A ForesL 

Enter Edgar. 

Edg. I heard myself proclaimed. 
And, by the friendly hollow of a tree, 
Escap d the liunt. No port is free, no plaixv 
Where guards and most unusual vigilance 
Do not attend to take me.— Ha«r easy now 
*Twere to defeat the maficeofvy trial, ^ 
And leave my grwfo mt ny sword's reeking point ; 
But_lafe dgtaiiii ifle from death's peaceful cell, 
nU^Nnring me, Cordelia's in distress : 
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Unkind as the is^ I cannot see ber wfetclted^ 
But must be near, to wait upon her fortune. 
Who knows bu€ the blest minute yet may come . • 
When Edgar may do service to Cordelia ? ' 
That charming hope still ties me to the oar 
Of painful life^ and makes me too submit 
To th' humblest shifts to keep that life aiRiot. 
My face I will besmear^ and knit my locks ; 
The country gives me proof and precedent 
Of Bedlam beggars^ who, with roaring yoices> 
Strike in their numbed and mortify'd bare arms 
Pins^ iron spikes^ thorns^ sprigs of rosemary; 
And thus from sheep-cotes^ villages and mills, 
Sometimes with pray'rs^ sometimes with lunatic Vans^ 
Enforce their charity. Poor Tyrligood ! poor Tom ! 
That's scmiething yet. Edgar I am no more. {^Exk. 



SCENE IV. 

Before the Earl of Gloster's Castle. 
Kent discovered, in the Stocks still. 

Enter Kino Lear^ kis Physician^ and Kniohts. 

Lear. 'Tis straDge> that they should so depart 
from home. 
And not send back our messenger. 

Kent. Hail, noble master ! 

Lear. How, mak'st thou this shame thy pastime ? 
What's he that has so much mistook thy place. 
To set thee here ? 

KefU. It is both he and she ; your son and daugh- 
ter. 

Lear. No. ' . 

Kent. Yes. . .: 
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jLeor. No, I say..- ' ; ' \ 

JCewt I«iy,y(ML 

i>ar* They durst not do't— 
They could not, would not do't.— 
Resolve me with all modest haste, which ^ay 
-Tbon may*st deserve^ or they impose this usag^, 

Kent, My lord, when at their home 
J did cbnhnend your highness' letters to them, ' 
Ere I was ris'n, arrived another post, 
Stew'd in his haste, breathless and panting forth. \ 
From Goneril, his mistress, salutations ; 
Whose message being delivered, they took horse. 
Commanding me to follow, and attend 
The leisure of their answer ; which I did: 
But meeting here that other messenger. 
Whose welcome I perceiv*d had poison'd mine;, 
(Being the very fellow that of late 
Had shown such rudeness to your highness) I, 
Having more man than wit about me, drew ; 
On which he raised the house with coward cries :-*- 
: This, was the trespass, which your son and daughter 
Thought worth the shame you see it suffer here. . 

Lear, Oh ! this spleen swells upwards to my heart. 
And heaves for passage ! — ^Down, thou climbing rage. 
Thy element*s below. Where is this daughter ? . 

Enter Glosteh, Jrom the Castle. 

Kent, Within^ sir, at a masq[ue. ' 

Lear, Now, Gloster? — Ha! 

[^Glostbr whispers Lear. 
Deny to speak with me ? Th' are sick, th' are weary. 
They've travell'dhard to-night— Mere fetches, sir. 
Bring me a better answer. 

Glost. My dear lord. 
You know the fiery quality of the duke. 

Lear. Vengeance ! death ! plague ! confusion ! 

Fiery ? — ^Wliat quality ? Why, Gloster, Gloster, 

I'd speak with the Duke of Cornwall and his wife. 

ca 



so KINO LEAA. ^ACT IK. 

Glott. I have inform'd them so. 

Lear. Infonn*d them ! dost thou understand lDe> 
man? 
I tell thee, Gloster, — r- 

Ghst Ay, my good lord. ^ 

Lear. The kmg would speak with Cornwall ; the 
dear father 
Would with his daughter speak, commands her serv 

vice. 
Are they informed of this ? My hreath and blood i 

Fiery ? The fiery duke ? Tell the hot duke, 

No, but not yet ; may be he is not well ; 

Infirmity doth still neglect all office ; 

I beg his pardon, and I'll chide my rashnesis. 

That took the indisposed and sickly fit 

For the seund man. — ^But wherefwe sits he there ? 

Death on my state ! this act convinces me 

That this retiredness of the duke and her 

Is plain contempt. — Give me my servant forth.-— 

Go, tell the duke and 's wife I'd speak with *em. 

Now, instantly.—— Bid 'em come forth and hear me ; 

Or at their chamber door I'll beat the ArnVf^f 

Till it cry, sleep to death. 

Enter Cornwall, Regan, Page, Ladies, Captain 
of the Guards, and Guards, jfrojw the Castle, 

Oh ! are you come ? 

Corn, Health to the king ! . 

Reg^ I am glad to see your highness. 

Lear. Regan, I think you are.; I know what cau^ 
I have to think so. Shouldst thou not be glad, 
I would divorce me from thy mother*s tomb, 
Sepulch'ring an adultress. — 
Beloved Regan, thou wilt shake to hear « 
What I shall utter; — thou cou'd'st ne'er ha\ thought 

it; 
Thy sister's naught : O Regan, ^he biis tieiL , .. 



Ingratitude^ like a k^en vulture^ here ; > 
I scarce cut 6peak to lliee. 

{^Kbmt 48 set at liberty by the Gvards, 2|y 
order of Cornwall. 

22^. I pray you^ «ir^ take patience ; I hare hope 
That you know lesB to value her desert, 
Thaa-ahe to slack her duty. 

Lear. Ha ! How s that ? 
- Reg. J cannot think ray sister in the least 
Would &il in her respects ; hut if^ perchance^ 
She has restrain'd the riots of your followers^ 
*Tis on such grounds^ and to such wholesome ends^ 
As dear her from all hlame. 

Lear. My curses on her ! 

Ei^, 0> sir, youVe old, / 

And should content you to be rul'd and led 
By .some discretion that discerns your state 
Better than you yourself; therefore, good sir, 
Retwm to our sister, and say you hare wronged her. 

Lear. Ha I ask her forgiveness ! 
Do you but mark how this becomes the houses:. . 
Dear daughter, I confess Uiat I am old ; 
Age. is unnecessary; on my knees I beg^ 
That you'll Toucbsafe me raiment, bed, and food. 

Reg: Good sir, no more of these unsightly pas- 
sions ; 
Return back to our sister. 

Lear. Never, Regan; 
She hath abated me of half my train, 
Look'd black upon me, stabba me with her tongue: 
All the stored vengeances of Heaven fall 
On her ingrateful head ! Strike her young bones^ 
Ye taking airs, with lameness ! — 

Reg. O the blest gods ! thus will you wisn on me^ 
When the rash mood 

Lear. No, Regan, thou shalt never have my curse ; 
Thy tender nature cannot give thee o'er 
To such impiety; 'thou better know'st . • 
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The offices of nature, bond of childhood. 
And dues of gratitude ; thou bear'st in mind 
The half o* th' kingdom, which our loFe conferred 
On thee and thine* 

J2eg. Good sir, to tV purpose. 

Lear. Who put my iooAn i th' stocks? 

JI^Trumpei mmdg. 

Com. What trumpet's that ? 

Reg. I know't, my isister's: this confirms her letters. 

Enter Oswalp. 

Sir, is your lady come ? 

Lear. More torture still ! 
Out, variety from my sight! {Stnkes OswAiiD* 

Com. What means your grace ! 

Lear. Who stock*d my servant? Regan, I have 
hope 
Thou didst not know it. \^Trumpet sounds. 

Who comes here ? Oh, Heav'ns ! 
If you do love old men ; if your sweet sway 
Allow obedience ; if yourselves are old. 
Make it your cause ; send down, and take my part ! 

Enter Coneril, Page, and Ladies. 

Why, Gorgon, dost thou come to haunt me here ? 
Art not asham'd to look upon this beard ? 
Darkness upon my eyes, they play me false ! 
Of Regan, wilt thou take her by the hand ? 

Gon. Why not by th* hand, sir ? How have I of- 
fended ? 
Ali*s not offenCie that indiscretion finds, 
And dotage terms so. 

Lear. Heart, thou art too tough i 
. Reg. I pray you^ sir, being old, confess you are 

so. 
If, till the expiration of your month. 
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YoO'Vill TetvM; and tsojoum .witb <mr mter^ 
Dismissing half your train^ come then to me ; 
I*m now from home> and out of that provision 
Tbtft'rfidl be needful for your entertainment. 

Lear* Return with her, and fifty knights dismiss'd? 
No ; rather 1*11 abjure all roofs, and choose 
To be companion to the midnight wolf. 
My -ttaked head exposed to th' merciless air. 
Than have my smallest wants supi^y'd by her. 

Gon, At your dioice, sir. 

Lettr, Now, I pr'ythee, daughter, do not make me 
mad! 
I will not trouble thee, my child ; farewell ; 
Let shamecome when it will, I do dot call it ; 
I do not bid the thunder-bearer strike. 
Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Heaven. 
yLeoA when thou canst ; be^better at thy leisure ^— 
I can be patient, I can stay with R^;an, 
J, and my hundred knights. 

Reg. Yoor pardon, dt ; 
I looked not for yon yet, nor am provided 
Fer-yemr fit wdoome. 

Lear, Is this well spoken, now ? 

2^g. My sister treats you Mr. What ! fifty fol- 
lowers ? 
{si^ not stell ?. What should you need of moief 

Gon. Why might not you, my lord, recdve attend- 
ance 
From those whom she calls servants, or from mine ? 

Reg. Why not, my lord ? If then they chance to 
slack you. 
We could control them. — If youjcome to me. 
For now I see the danger, I entreat you 
To bring but five-and-twenty ; to no more 
Will I give place. 

Lear, I gave you all ! 

Reg. And in good time you gave it • 
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And I am thiiDder-proQ£ 

Crtm. Hear me, my lord. ^H begths to rm». 

What need you five-and-tvrenty, ten, or ^ve. 
To follow in a house, where twice so many 
Have a command t' attend you ? 

12eg. What need one? ' {Distant thmder, 

iJiur. Heay'ns drop your patience down 1 
You see me here, ye god^, a poor old man, 
lAs full of grief as 9nigt, wretched in hoth I 
If it be you that stir these daughters' hearts 
Against- their Mher, fool me not so much 
To b^ it tamely ! — No, you unnatural hags, 
I will hare such revenges on you both. 
That all the world shaU — I will do sudi thingB,r* 
What they are, yet I know not ; but th^ 
The terrors jof the «arth^— Yo»^MdkJf1l 
No, I'll not weifrs*^^ 
IkflVK'fiAsMHesf weeping ; but this heart 
Sftall brea]( into a hundred thousand flaws. 
Or ere I'll wieep. — ^Raif^^Thunder — lAghUmtg^ 
O, gods, I shall g^ mad I 

. ' "{Exeunt King Lear, Ksimr, and the KNiaHT&— « 
Cornwall, Regan, Goneril, Gloster, Os- 
^ALD, Captain o^ the Guarps, and ATT»Kft- 
ANTS, into th^ Qastk* 
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ACT THE THIRD. 



SCENE I. 



A desert Heallu'^IiaMk^Thunder'^Lighimng. 



Enter Ejno Lear and Kent. 

Lear* Blow; wmds^ and burst your dieeks ! rage 
louder yet! 
Fantastic lightning; ringe, singe my white head I 
Spout cataracts^ and hurricanoes Ml, 
Till you have drown'd the towns and palaces 
Of proud, ingrateful man ! 

■KenL Not all my best entreaties can persuade him 
Into some needful shelter, or to l>ide 
This poor slight covering on his aged head. 
Exposed to this wild war of earth and heaven. 

ITkunder. 

Lear. Rumble thy bellyfuU ! spit fire ! spout rain i 
Not fire, wind, rain, or thunder, are my daughters : 
I tax not you, ye elements, with unkindness : 
I never gave you kingdoms, call'd you children ; 
You owe me no obedience. — ^Then let fall 
Yottr horrible pleasure ! — Here I stand your slave, 
A poor, infirm, weak, and despis'd old man.— 

{^Rain — Thunder — Lightning 
Yet I will call you servile ministers, 
1 hat have with two pernicious daughters join*d 
Your high engender'd battle 'gainst a head 
So old and white as this. Oh ! oh ! 'tis foul. 
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Kent, Hard by, sir, is a hovel, that will knd 
Some shelter from this tempest. 

Lear. I will forget my nature. What ! so kind a 
father ! — 0{ain — Thunder — Ligktmng. 
Ay, there's the point. 

Kent. Consider, good my liege, things, that love 
night. 
Love not such nights as this t these wrathful skies 
Gallow the very wanderers of the dark. 
And make them keep their cares: such drenching 

rain> 
Sucli sheets of fire, such claps of horrid thunder. 
Such groans of roaring winds, have ne er been known. 

[Thunder 
Lear. Let the great gods. 
That keep this dreadful pother o'er our heads^ 
Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch. 
That bast within thee undiscover'd crimes ! — 
Hide, hide, thou murd'rer, hide thy bloody hand 1— - 
Thou perjur'd villain, hdy hypocnte. 
That drink'st the widow'« tears, sigh now, and ask 
^ These dreadful summoners grace ! I am a man 
More sinn'd against, than sinning. 
Kent. Good sir, to th' hovel. 
Lear^ My wits begin to. turn.— — 
Come on, my boy ; how dost, my boy ? art cold ? 
Ym cold myself; show me this straw, my fellow ; 
The art of our necessity is strange. 
And can make vile things preciou8.^-My poor knave. 
Cold- as I am at heart, I've one place there 
That's sorry yet for thee. 

yRam — Thunder-^Lightning.'^ExeMut. 
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SCENE lU 



A Room in Gloster's Castk* 



£n^er Edmund. 

Ednu The storm is in our louder rev^Iings drown'dfr 
Thus would I reign^ could I but mount a throne* 
The riots of these proud imperial sisters 
Already hare impos*d the galling yoke 
Of taxes^ and hard impositions, on 
The drudging peasant's neck, who bellows out 
His loud complaints in rain.-— Triumphant queens ! 
With what assurance do they tread the crowd ! 
Oh ! for a taste of such majestic beauty. 
Which none but my hot reins are fit t* engage ! 
Nor are my wishes desp'rate ; for ev'n now. 
During the banquet, I obserir'd their glances 
Shot thick at me ; and, as they left the room>^ 
Each cast, by stealth, a kind inviting smile. 
The happy earnest ha ! 

2'fVO ¥aqes, Jrom several Entrances, deliver him each 

a Letter, and exeunt. 

I^Reads.^ Where merit is so conspicuous, not to behold 
it were blindness ; and not to reward it, ingratitude. 

GONERIL. 

Enough ! blind and ungrateful should I be. 
Not to obey the summons of this oracle. 
Now for the second letter. 

[Reads, J If modesty be not your enemy ^ Aau^vl wA.V» 
J^nd me ifotir Jriend. '^^^K^' 

D 
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Excellent sybil f O my glowiug blood ! 
I am already sick of expectation. 

And pant for the possession. Here comes Gloster, 

With business on his brow ; be hush'd, my joys. 

Enter Gloster. 

Glost, I come to seek thee, Edmund, to impart a bu- 
siness of importance. I know thy loyal heart is touched 
to see the cruelty of these ungrateful daughters against 
our royal master. 

' Pdm. Most ^vage and unnatural ! 
*" Ghsi» This change in the state sits uneasy. The 
commons repine aloud at their female tyrants; al- 
ready they cry out for the re-instalment of tlieir good 
old King, whose injuries, I fear, will inflame them idto 
mutiny, 
• Edm. *Tis to be hoped, not fear'd, 

Ghst. Thou hast it, boy ; 'tis to be hop'd indeed. 
On me they cast their eyes, and hourly court me 
To lead them on ; and, whilst this head is mine, 
I'm th&irs. A. little covert craft, my boy. 
And then for open action ; *twill be employment 
Worthy such honest daring souls as thine. 
Thou, Edmund, art my trusty emissary. 
Haste on the spur, at the first br^ak of day. 
With these despatches to the duke of Cambray. 
:' . [_Gives him letters. 

You know what mortal feuds have always flam'd 
Between this Duke of Cornwall's family and his; 
•Full twenty thousand mountaineers 
Th' inveterate prince will send to our assistance. 
Despatch ; commend us to his grace, and prosper. 

££j?tV Gloster. 

Edm. Yes,.credulousold man, 
I will commend you to his grace. 

His grace the Duke of Cornwall ; ^instantly 

jl'll^ghow bjm these contents in thy own character. 
And searS \vifli thy own signet ; then forthwith 
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The chol'ric duke i^ives sentence on tliy life ; ' 

And to my hand thy vast revenues fall. 

To glut my pleasures^ that till now have stdfv^d. 

/ 

Gloster rdums, Jbllowed by Cordelia and AraN- 
THE, ix)orly dressed; — Edmund observing at a 
distance. 

Cord, Turn, Gloster, turn ; by all the ■ sacred - 
pow'rs, . ; 

1 do conjure you give my griefs a hearing ; [^Kneels. 
You must, you shall, nay, I am sure you will ; 
For you were always styled the just and good. 

Glost^ What wouldst thou^ princess? Rise, and' 
speak thy griefs. . . ^ 

Cord, Nay, you shall promise to xedres? them too. 
Or here I'll kneel for ever. I entreat 
Thy succour for a father, and a king ; : 

An injur'd father, and an injur'd kin^. 

Edm. O charming sorrow J How her tears adorn 

her! 
Glost. jConsider, prineess, [^Raises her. 

For whom you beg, 'tis for the king that wronged 
you. : 

Cord. O name not that*; he did not> could not, 
wrong me. 
Nay, muse not, Gloster ; for it is too lilu^y 
This injur'd king ere this is past your aid. 
And gone distracted with his savage wrongs. 

Edm. ril gaze no more ; ^and 5''et my eyes ace 

charmed. 
Cord. Or, what if it be worse? — Can there be 
worse? 
Ah, *ti8 too probable, this furious night 
Has pierced his tender body; the bleak winds 
And cold rain chill'd, or lightning^ struck iiim deadj 
If it be .so, your promise h dischargo]^ . . ; 
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And I have only one poor boon to beg; 

That you'd convey me to his breathless trunk. 

With my torn robes to wrap his hoary head. 

With my torn hair to bind his hands and feet. 

Then with a shower of tears 

To wash his day-smeared cheeks, and die beside him* 

Ghsi. Oh, £Ear Cordelia, thou hast piety 
Enough t*atone for both thy sisters' crimes; 
I have already plotted to restore 
My injured master, and thy virtue tells me 
Vi^ shall succeed, and suddenly. ^Exit Gloster. 

CordL Dei^tch, Aranthe; for, in this disguise. 
We'll «eek the king, and bring him some relief. 

Aran. How, madam ! are you ignorant 
That your most impious sisters have decreed 
Immediate death for any that relieve him ? 

Cord. I teinot dread the furies in this case. 

Aran, In tueh a night as this ! Consider, madain^ 
For many miles about there's scarce a bush 
To shelter in. 

Card. Therefore no shelter for the king. 
And more our charity to find him out. 
What have not wpm^n dar'd for vicious love ! 
And we'll be shining pix)o£s that they can diffe 
For piety as mudi. Jj^Thunder. 

Blow, winds^ and lightnings fall ; 
Bold in mv virgin innocence 111 fly. 
My royal rather to relieve, or die. 

^Exeunt Cordelia and Aranthe. 

Edm. In this disguise, we'll seek the king !— - 
Ha ! ha ! a lucky change : 
That virtue which I fear'd would be my hind'rance. 
Has proved the bawd to my design. 
rU bribe two ruffians shall at distance follow. 
And «eize them in some desert place ; and there. 
Whilst one retains her, t*other shall return 
T'inform me where she's lodg'd : Fll be disguis'd top. 
Whilst they are poaching for me> I'll to the duke 
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With tlicse despatches ; then to Ike fields ? 

Where, like the rigorous Jove, I will enjoy 

This Semde in a storm. [_Extl, 



SCENE III. 



Another Pariifthe Heaths—Ruin— thunder— Ught'; 

Mng. 



Enter KrNo Lear and Kent. 

Kent, Here is the place, my lord ; good my lonl, 
enter : ^ 

The tyranny of this open night's too rough 
For nature to endure. ^ 

I^ar. Ijet me alone. 

Kent. Good my lord, enter. 

Lear^ Wilt hreak my heart? 

Kent. I'd rather break mine own. r 

Licar, Thou think st 'tismuch that thisoontentious 
storm 
Invades us .to the skin ;,so 'tis to thee ; 
But where the greater malady is fix*d. 
The lesser is scarce felt. The tempest in my mind 
Does from my senses take all feeling else, ^ 

Save what beats there. Filial ingratitude ! 
Is it not as this mouth should tear this hand 

For lifting food to't ? But I'll punish home ! 

No, I will weepno more. \^Bain — Thufider^^LigfUmngm 

In such a night 

To shut me out ! ^Ponr on, I will cndun 
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In such a night as this I O Regan^ Goneril ! 

ITour old kind father^ whose frank heartgave all 

fOh, that way madness lies ! let me shun that; 
LNo more of that. 

Kent, See, my lord, here's the entrance. 
Lear. Well, I'll go in. 
And pass it all : I'll pray, and then I'll sleep. 

^Thunder. 
Poor naked wretches, wheresoe'er you are. 
That 'bide the pelting of this pitiless storm. 
How shall your houseless heads, and unfed sides. 
Sustain this shock ? your raggedness defend you 
From seasons such as these ? Oh, I haye ta'en 
Too little care of this. Take physic, pomp ; 
E^cpose thyself to feel what wretches feel. 
That thou may'st cast the superflux to them. 
And show the heay'ns more just ! 

£^g» [^In the HoveU} Fiye fathom and a half. — 

Poor Tom ! 
Kent, What art thou that dost grumble there i' tk' 
straw? 
Come forth* 

Enter Edoae disguised, 

Edg. Away ! the foul fiend follows me-^Through 
the sharp hawthorn blows the cold wind*— Mum, go 
to thy bed and warm the e - ■ Ha ! what do I see? 
By all my griefe, the poor old king bare-headed. 
And drench*d in this foul storm ! Professing sirens. 
Are all your protestations come to this ? 

Lear, Tell me, fellow, didst thou giye all to thy 
two daughters ? 

Edg. Who gives any thing to poor Tom, whom the 
foul fiend has led through fire and through flame, 
through bushes and bogs ? that has laid knives under 
Kis pillow, and halters in his pew ; that has made him 
proud of heart to ride on a bay trotting horse over 
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four-inched bridges^ to coiirse bis own shadow ftn* a 

traitor? ^Bless €tkj fire wits ! Tom's aroold. Blesi 

thee from whirlwinds, star-blasting, and taking! Do 
poor Tom some charity, whom the foul fiend vexes. 
Sa, sa ; there I could hare him now, and Uiere^ and 
there again. 

Lear. What, have his daughters brought him td 
this pass? 
Could'st thou save nothing ? Didst thou give them all? 

Kent. He has no daughter, sir. 

Lear. Death ! traitor, nothing could have subdued 
nature 
To such a lowness, but his unkind daughters. 

Edg, Pillicock sat upon pillicock hill ,* hallo, hallo^ 
haUo, hallo ! 

Lear, Is it the fashion that discarded fathers 
Should have such little mercy on their flesh ? 
Judicious punishment ! 'twas this flesh begot 
Those pelican daughters. 

Edg. Take heed of the foul fiend ; obey thy pa- 
rents; keep thy word justly; swear not; commit not 
vnth man's sworn spouse ; set not thy sweet heart on 
proud array, [^ff^ind and Rain.2 Tom's a^cold. 

Lear. What hast thou been ? 

Edg. A serving-man, proud of heart ; that curl'd 
my hair ; used perfume and washes ; that served the 
lust of my mistress's heart, and did the act of dark- 
ness with her ; swOre as many oaths as I spoke w(M*ds ; 
and broke them all in the sweet face of Heaven : Let 
not the paint, nor the patch, nor the rustling of silks^ 
betray thy poor heart to woman ; keep thy foot out df 
Brothels, thy hand out of plackets, thy pen from cre- 
ditors' books, and defy the foul ^end.^fVind and jRotn.]] 
Sjill through the hawthorn blows the cold wind.— ^ 
Ha, no nonny, dolphin, my boy, my boy, sessa ; let 
him trot by. 

Lear. Death ! thou wert better in thy grave, than 
thus to answer with thy uncovered body this extremity 
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of the sky. Yet consider him well^ and man's no more 
than this ; thou art indebted to the worm for no silk^ 
to the beast for no hide, to the cat for no perfume. — 
Ha ! here's two of us are sophisticated : thou art the 
thing* itself; unaccommodated man is no more than 
such a poor, bare, forked, animal as thou art- 
Off, off, ye rain disguises, empty lendings ! ■ 
I'll be my original self: quick, quick, uncase me. 

Kent, Defend his wits, good Heaven ! 

Lear. One point I had forgot ; what is your name? 

Edg. Poor Tom, that eats the swimming- frog, the 
wall-newt and the water-newt ; that, in the fury of his 
heart, when the foul fiend rages, eats cow dung for 
8alads,Tswallows the old rat and the ditch dog ;' tbat 
drinks the green mantle off the standing pool ; that'» 
whipt from tytliing to tythiug ; that has three suits 
to his back, six shirts to his body ; 

Horse to ride, and weapon to wear; 
But rats and mice, and such small deer. 
Have been Tom^s food for seveji long year* 

Beware, my follower; peace, Smolkin, peace, thou 
foul fiend ! 

Lear. One word more, but be sure true counsel : 
tell me, is a madman a gentleman, or a yeoman ? 

Kent I fear'd 'twould come to this ; his wits are 
gone. 

Ednu Frateretto calls me, and tells me, Nero is an 
angler in the lake of darkness. Pray, innocent, and 
iieware the foul fiend. 

Lear. Right, ha ! ha !— was it not pleasant to hare 
a thousand with red-hot spits come hissing in upon 
them? 

Edg. My tears begin to take his part so much. 
They mar my counterfeiting. 

Hear. The little dogs and all. Tray, Blanch, aud 
Sweetheart, see, they bark at me. 
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Edg. Tom will throw his head at ''em : Vaunt ye 
ears! 

Be thy mouth or black, or while. 
Tooth that poisons, if it Hie; 
Mastiff, greyhound, mungrel grim. 
Hound, or spaniel, brache, or hpn. 
Bob-tail tike, or trundle-tail; 
Tom will make 'em weep and wail; 
For with throwing thus my head. 
Dogs leap the hatch, and all areJled.-^See, see, 
see. 

Come, mardi to wakes, and fairs, and market towns. 
Poor Tom, thy horn is dry. 

Lear. You, sir, I entertain you for one of my hun« 
dred ; only I do not like the fashion of your garments ; 
you'll say diey're Persian ; but no matter, let 'em be 
changed. 

Edg. This is the foul Flibbertigibbet; he begins at 
curfew, and walks till the first cock ; he gives the web 
and the pin ; knits the elflock ; squints the eye, and 
makes the hare-lip ; mildews the white wheat, and 

harts the poor creatures of the earth. 

« 

Enter Gloster and Servants with Torches, 

Saint fFithold footed thrice the wold. 
He met the nightmare and her ninefold, 

'Twas there he did appoint her; 
He bid her alight, and her troth plight. 

And aroint the witch, aroint her, 

Glost, What, has your grace no better company ? 

Edg, The prince of darkness is a gentleman; 
Modo he is called, and Mahu. 

Glost. Go with me, sir ; hard by I hare a tenant. 
My duty cannot suffer me to obey in all your daugh- 
ters-* hard commands : though their injunctions be to 



4£ KINO LEAR. C^CT 111« 

I 

bar my doors, aud let this tyrannous night take hold 
upon you, yet I have ventured to come seek you outy 
and bring you where both fire and food are ready. 
Kent, Good my lord^ take this offer. 
Lear. First, let me talk with this philosopher. 
Say^ Stagyrite, what is the cause of thunder.^ 
Glogt. Beseech you^ sir^ go with me. 
Lear, 111 talk a word ndth this same learned The- 
ban. 
What is your study ? 

Edg. How to prevent the fiend, and to kill vermin. 
Lear. Let me ask you a word in private. 
/ Kent, His wits are quite unsettled j good sir, let*£^ 
forc^ him hence. 

GlosL Canst blame him ? . His daughters seek his 

death. : « 

This bedlam but disturbs him the more ;. fellow, be 

gone. > 

Edg. Child Rowland to the dark tower came, . 

His word was £till fie, fob, and fiim, ^ ^ 

I smell the blood of a British man.^ — O torture ! 

{^Ejdt Edgar into the Hovels 
GlosU Now, I pr ythee, friend, let's take him in our 
arms; 
There is a litter ready ; lay him in it^ 
And drive toward Dover, friend, where thou slialt 

meet 
Both welcome and protection. 
Good sir, along with tis. 

Lear. You say right ; let em anatomize Regan ; 
see what breeds about her heart. Is there any cause 
in nature for these hard hearts ? 

. Kent. I beseech your grace, 

Lear. Hist! — ^make no noise, make no noise; — 
draw the curtains ; closer, closer : — so, so, so, — ^we'll 
go to supper i* the morning,-- ^o, so, so. 

{^KiNO LearJoUs asleep, and is carried off" htf 
GLOfiTER and Kekt.— -Thunder and Lfght- 
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EtUer Cordelia and Aranthe. 

Aran, Dear madain^ rest you bere^ our search is 
vain; 
'X«ook here*8 a shed : 'beseech you> enter here. 

Cord. Pr'ythee, ^ in thyself, seek thy own ease ; 
Where the mind's free, the body*s delicate ; 
This tempest but diverts me from the thought 
Of what would hurt me more. 

Enter Two Ruffians. 

1 Ruff, WeVe dogfg d them far enough ; this place 
is private ; Til keep them prisoners here within this 
hovel, whilst you return, and bring Lord Edmund 
;hither: but help me first to house them. — Now, de- 
spatch. \Th^y ^^2;e Cordelia a;Kf Aranthe. 

Cord. Help ! — ^murder ! — ^help t- — Gods, some kind 
thunderbolt 
To strike ine dead ! 

Araji, Help! help! 

Enter Edgar, ^ow the Hovel, 

Edg, What cry was that ? — Kfa ! women seiz*d by 
ruffians! 
Is this a time and place for villany ? 
Avaunt, ye bloodhounds ! 

[^Drives them off mtk his Quarter-staff, 
O, speak, what are ye, that appear to be 
O* the tender sex, and yet unguarded wander 
Through the dead mazes of this dreadful night. 
Where, though at full, the clouded moon scarce darts 
Imperfect glimmerings ? 

Cord. First, say, what art thou ? 
Our guardian angel, that art pleasVl to assume 
That horrid shape to fright the ravishers ? 
We'll kneel to thee. 

Edg, (X Thy tumultuous blood ! 
By all my trembling veins, Cordelia's voice ! 
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'Tis she herself! — My senses^ sure^ conform 
To my wild garb^ ana I ain mad indeed. 

Card. Whate'er thou art^ befriend a wretched virgin. 
And, if thou canst, direct our weary search. 

Edg. Who relieves poor Tom, that sleeps on the 
nettle, with the hedgehog for his pillow ? 

While Stnug j)fy'd the heUows, 
She trucked with herfeUows ; 

ThefreckU-faced Mah 

Was a blouze and a drab, 
Yet S within made Oberonjealous^-:^, torture ! 

Aran. Alack, madam! a poor wandering lunatic. 

Cord. And yet his language seem'd but now well 
tempera. 
Speak, firiend, to one more wretched than thyself; 
And if thou hast one interval of sense. 
Inform us, if thou canst, where we may find 
A poor old man, who through this heath hath stray'd 
The tedious night. — Speak, saw'st thou such a one ? 

Edg. The king, her father, whom she's come to seek 
Through all the terrors of this night ; O Gods ! 
That such amazing piety, such tenderness. 
Should yet to me be cruel ! ■ ■ 
Yes, fair one, such a one was lately here. 
And is convey'd by some that came to seek him 
To a neighbouring cottage, but distinctly where 
I know not. 

Cord. Blessings on them ! 
Let's find him out, Aranthe ; for thou seest 
We are in Heaven's protection. [^Going off. 

Edg. O, Cordelia! 

Cord. Ha ! ^Thou know'st my name* 

Edg. As you did once know Edgar's. 

Cord. Edgar ! 

Edg. The poor remains of Edgar, what 
Your scorn has left him. 
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Card. Do we wake, Aranthe ? 

Edg, My father seeks my Hfe : which I preserved. 
In h<^ of some blest minute to oblige 
Distrest Cordelia, and the gods hare given it; 
That thought alone preyaii'd with me to take 
This frantic dress> to make the earth my bed| 
With these bare limbs all change of seasons *bide, 
Noon*s scorching heat^ and midnight's piercing cold^ 
To feed on offals, and to drink with herds. 
To combat with the winds, and be the sport 
4^f clowns, or what's more wretched yet, their pity^ 

Cord. Was ever tale so full of misery I 

Edg. But such a fall as this, I grant, was due 
To my aspiring love; for, 'twas presumptuous. 
Though not presumptuously pursued ; 
For, well you know, I wore my flame conceal'd> 
And silent, as the lamps that bum in tombs ; 
Till you perceived my grief, with modest grace 
i^jiew forth the secret, and then sealed my pardon. 

Cord. You had your pardon, nor can you challenge 
more. 

Edg. What do I challenge more ? 
Such vanity agrees not with these rags : 
When in my prosperous state, rich Gloster's heir. 
You silenced my pretences, and enjoin'd me 
To trouble you upon that theme no more ; 
Then what reception must love's language find 
From these bare limbs, and beggar's humble weeds ? 

Cord. Such as a voice of pardon to a wretch con- 
demned ; 
Such as the shouts 
Of succouring forces to a town besieged. 

Edg. Ah ! what new method now of cruelty ? 

Cord. Come to my arms, thou dearest, best of men. 
And take the kindest vows that e'er were spoke 
By a protesting maid. 

Edg. Is't possible ? 

E 
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Cord. By the dear vitaP stream that bathes my 
hearty 
These hallow'd rags of thine^ and naked virttie. 
These abject tassels, these fantastic shreds^ 
To me are dearer than the richest pomp 
Of purpled monarchs. 

Edg. Generous, charming maid f 

Cord. Cold and weary. 
We'll rest awhile, Aranthe, on that straw. 
Then forward to find out the poor old king. 
• Edg. Look, I have flint and steel, the implements 
Of wand'ring lunatics ; Til strike a lights 
And make a fire beneath this shed, to dry 
Thy storm-drench'd garments, ere thou He to rest 

thee: 
Then, fierce and wakeful as th' Hesperian dragon^ 
1*11 watch beside thee, to protect thy sleep : 
Meanwhile the stars shall dart their kindest beams>. 
And angels visit my Cordelia's dreams. [JExeuM^ 



ACT THE FOURTH, 



SCENE I. 

An Apartment in the Earl of Gloster's Castle. 

Enter the Duke of Cornwall, Regan, Edmunb^ 
Edward, and Servants. 

» Com, ril be rerenged, ere I depart his house. 
Regan, sjee here, a plot upon our state ;- 
*Tis Gloster's character, that has betray 'd 
His double trust, of subject and of host. 
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lUg. Then doubie be our vengeance ; this con- 
firms 
The intelligence that we but now receiv d. 
That he has been this night to seek the king: 
But who^ sir^ was the kind discoverer ? 

Com. Our eagle^ quick to spy^ and fierce to eeijs^v 
Our trusty Edmund. 

Reg* 'T was a noble service: 
O Cornwall^ take him to thy deepest trust. 
And wear him as a jewel at thy heart. 

Edm. Thinks sir^ how hard a fortune I sustain^ 
That makes me thus repent of serving you. 
O, that this treason had not been, or I 
Not tlie discoverer ! ^ 

Com, Edmund, thou shalt ^^ 
A father in our love, and from this minute 
We call thee Earl of Gloster ; but there yet 
Remains another justice to be done, 
^nd that s to punish this discarded traitor ; 
Biit lest thy tender nature should relent 
At his just sufferings, nor brook the sight. 
We wish thee to withdraw. 

Reg. The grotto, sir, within the lower grov€^ , 
Has privacy, to suit a mourner's tliought. 
• Edm. And there I may expect £t comforter— 
Ha, madam ? 

Reg. What may happen, sir, I know not ', 
But *twas a friend's advice. [Exit Edmund. 

Com. Bring in the traitor. 

Enter Gloster, brought in hy Two Servants. 

Glost. What mean your graces ? 

You are my guests ; pray, do me no foul play- 

Reg. Now, traitor, thou shalt find-' 

Corn. Speak, rebel, speak,—- where hast thou sent 
the king ? 

Whom, spit^ of our decree, thou saved'st last night. 
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Glost. I'm tied to the stake^ and I must stand the 

course. 
Reg. Say where^ and why, thou hast concealed 

him, traitor ? 
Glogt, Because I would not see thy cruel hands 
Tear out his poor old eyes, nor thy fierce sister 
Canre his anointed flesh ; but I shall see 
The swift- wing*d vengeance overtake such children. 
Com, See't thou shalt never ; slaves, perform your 
work ; . [_The Servants take Gloster out. 
Out with those treacherous eyes ; despatch, I say* 
Ghst. [^fVithin.^ He, that will think to live till he 
be old. 

Give me some help. O, cruel ! oh, ye gods ! 

Edfv. Hold, hold, my lord, I bar your cruelty ; 
I cannot love your safety, and give way 
To such inhuman practice. 
Com. Ah, my villain ! 

Edw. I have been your servant from my infimcy ; 
But better service have I never done you. 
Than with this boldness, 
ru^^^^om. Take thy death, slave. [_Stabs Edward* 
^ Edw. Nay, then revenge, whilst yet my blood is 
-> warm ! 

r , J[Drafvs his Sword, runs Cornwall through 

-' Y the Bodt/y and is carried off, dying. 

\^' Reg. Help here, are you not hurt, my lord ? 

., /^ Ghost. \W\thinr\ Edmund, enkindle all the sparks 
,/ / of nature, 

^ To quit this horrid act. 
X* Reg- Out, treacherous villain, 

'/' ■ Thou calFst on him that hates thee : it was he 
> \ That broach*d thy treason, show'd us thy despatches; 
f .^' \ . There — read, and save the Cambrian prince the la- 
'\- hour. \Throws the Letters out to him. 

\ Glost. [WUhin.-] O my folly ! 
'' iThen Edgar was abused ; kind gods, forgive me thatf 



SCENE n.]] King lear« 53 

Reg. How is*t, my lord ? 

Com. TuiYi out that eyeless Yillain, let him smell 
His way to Cambray; throw this slare upon aduDg- 

hiU. 
B^iaQ^ I bleed apace ; give me your arm. 

[^Exeunt Regan ani£ Cornwall, suppofied 
hy his Servants. 



SCENE II* 



The open Country, 

Enter Edgar in disguise, 

* 
Edg. The l6west and most abject thing of fortune 

Stands still in hope, and is secure from fear. 

The lamentable change is from the best^ 

The worst retufns to better. Who comes here ? 

My father poorly led ! dejwived of sight ! 

The precious stones torn from their bleeding rings ! . 

When will the measure of my woes be full ? 

Enter Gloster, led hy an Old Man. 

Old M, O, my good lord ! I have been your tenant. 
And your father's tenant^ these fourscore years. 

Glost. Away, get thee away ; good friend, be gone; 
Thy comforts can do me no good at all. 
Thee they may hurt. 

Old M. You cannot see your way. 

Glost. I have no way, and therefore want no eyes ; 
I stumbled when I saw : O, dear son, Edgar, 
The food of thy abused father's wrath, 

E S 
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Might I but lire to see thee in my touch, 
rd say I had eyes again. 

Edg, Alas ! he's sensible that I was wrong'd, • 
And, should I own myself, his tender heart 
Would break betwixt the extremes of grief and joyv 

Old M. How BOW ! who's there ? 

Edg. A charity fcnr poor Tomw>^-Play fair, and defy 
the foul fiend.-— 

O gods ! And must I still pursue this trade. 
Trifling beneath such loads of misery ? 

Old M. 'Tib poor mad Tom. 

Glost, In the late storm I such a fellow saw. 
Which made me think a man a worm. 
Where is the lunatic ? 

(Md M, Here, my lord. 

Glost. Get thee now away ; if for my sake 
Thou wilt overtake us hence a mile or two, 
J' the way to Dover, do*t for ^cient loye> 
And bring some covering for this naked wretch,. ^ 
Whom ril entreat to lead me. 

Old M, Alack, my lord, he's mad. 

Glost. *Tis the time's plague, when madniieu lead 
the blind. 
Do as I bid thee. 

Old M. I'll bring him the best 'parol that I hare. 
Come on't what will. ^Exit Old Man. 

Glost. Sirrah ! naked fellow ! 

Edg. Poor Tom's a-cold. — I cannot fool it longer. 

And yet I must ^Bless thy sweet eyes, they bleecl; 

Believe't, poor Tom ev'n weeps his blind to see 'em. ' 

Glost. Know'st thou the way to Dover ? 

Edg. Both stile and gate, horse- way and foot-path* 
Poor Tom has been scared out of his good wits. 
Bless every true man*s son from the foul fiend. 

Glost. Here, take this purse ; that I am wretched^ 
Makes thee the happier. Heav'n deal so still ; 
Thus let the griping usurer's hoard be scatter'd. 
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And each man hare enough. Dost thou know Dover ? 

Edg. Ay^ master. , 

Gl^L There is a cliffy whose high and bending 
head 
Looks dreadfully down on the roaring deep ; 
Bring me but to the very brink of it^ 
And I'll repair the poverty thou bear'st 
With something rich about me. — From that place 
I shall no leading need. 

Edg. Give me thy arm; poor Tom shall guide thee. 

Glast. Soft ! for I hear the tread of passengers. 

Enter Kent and Cordelia. 

Card, Ah me ! Your fear's too true^ it was the 
king; 
I spoke but even now with some that met him^ 
As mad as the vex'd sea^ singing aloud^ 
Crown*d with rank fiuniter^ and furrow weeds> 
With berries, burdocks^ violets^ daisies, poppies^ 
And all the idle flowers that grow 
In our sustaining com ; Conduct me to him^ 
To prove my last endeavours to restore him^ 
Ana Heav*n so prosper thee ! 

Kera, I will, good lady. 
Ha! Gloster here ! — ^Tum, poor dark man, and hear 
A friend's condolement, who, at sight of thine. 
Forgets his own distress ; thy old true Kent. 

Olo9i» How ! Kent ? From whence retum'd ? 

Kent. I have not since my banishment been absent. 
But in disguise follow*d th abandoned king : 
*Twas me thou saw*st with him in the late storm. 

Glost. Let me embrace thee ; had I eyes, I now 
Should weep for joy ; but let this trickling blood 
Suffice inst^ of tears. 

Cord. O, misery ! 
•To whom ehall I complain, or in what language T 
Forgive, O wretched man, the piety "* 
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That brought thee to this pass ; 'twaisi that caused it ; 
J cast me at thy fleets and beg of thee 
To crush these weeping eyes to equal darkness^ 
Tf that will give thee any recompense. j 

Edg. Was ever season so distrest as this ? [^Aside* 

Ghst. I think Cordelia's voice; rise, pious princes^ 
And take a dark man*s blessing. - * . . 

Cord. O, my Edgar! 
My Yirtue*s now grown guilty> works tlie bane 
Of those that do befriend me?. Heaven forsakes me J 
And, when you look that way, it is but just 
That you should hate me too. ; . i 

Edg, O, wave this cutting speech, and spare to 
wound 
A Jieart that's on the rack. ' ' ") 

Glost. No longer doud thee, Kent, in that disguise'; 
There's business for thee, and of noblest weight ; i 
Our injured country is at length in arms. 
Urged by the king's inhuman injui'ies, i 

And only want a chief to lead them on ; / 

That task be thine. 

Edg. Brave Britons I then there's life in t yet. 

[Aside: 

Kent, Then have we one cast for our fortune stilly 
Come, princess, I'll bestow you with the king, 
Xhen on the spur to head these forces. * 

Farewell, good Gloster; to our conduct trust. 

Glost And be your course as prosperous, as 'tis just. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

Ooneril's Palace, 

Enter Goneril and Oswald. 

Gon* It wasgreat ignorance, Gloster's eyes beingout. 
To let him live ; where he arrives, he moves 
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All hearts against us: Edmund, I think, is gone. 
In pity to his misery, to despatch him. 

Osnf, No, madam, he's retum'd on speedy summons 
Back to your sister. 

Gfoit. Ah ! I like not that ; 
Sudi speed must have the wings of love. Where's 
Albany ? 

Oftv, Madiun, within : but never man so chang'd ; 
I told him of the uproar of the peasants. 
He smiled at it ; whej I informed him 
Of Gloster's treaso n 

Gan. Trouble him no farther ; 
It is his coward spirit. Back to our sister. 
Hasten her musters, and let her know, 
I have given the distaff into my husband's hands ; 
Tliat done, with special care deliver these despatches 
In private to young Gloster. 

£fUer Captain of the Guard. 

Cap. O, madam, most unseasonable news ! 
The Duke of Cornwall's dead of his late wound. 
Whose loss your sister has in part supply'd. 
Making brave Edmund general of her forces. 

Gon. One way, I like this well; 
But, being a widow, and my Gloster with her, 
'T may blast the promised harvest of our love.-— 
A wora more, sir ; [_To Oswald.^ add speed to your 

journey ; 
And if you chance to meet with that blind traitor. 
Preferment &lls on him that cuts him off. [^Exeunt. 
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SCENE IV. 



Anotlier Part of the Country » 



Enter £dgar> us a Peasant, and Gloster. 

Glost, W]ien shall \^e come to the top of that same 
hiU? 

Edg, We climb it now ; mark, how we labour. 

Glost. Methinks the ground is even. 

Edg, Horribly steep. Hark^ do you hear the eea? 

Glost. No,' truly. 

Edg. Why, then your other senses grow imperfc^ 
By your eyes' anguish. 

Glost. So may it be indeed. 
Methinks, thy voice is alter'd, and thou speak «t 
In better phrase and matter than thou didst. 

Edg. You are much deceived; in nothing am I 
alterM 
But my ^rmcnts. 

Glost, Methinks you're better spoken. 

Edg. Come on, sir, here's the place. How fearful . 
And dizzy *tis, to cast one's eyes so low ! 
The crows and choughs, that wing the midway air. 
Show scarce so big as beetles ; half way down 
Hangs one that gathers samphire ; dreadful trade ! 
The fishermen, that walk upon the beach. 
Appear like mice ; and yon tall anch'ring bark 
Seems lessened to her cock ; her cock, a buoy. 
Almost too small for sight ; the murm'ring surg^ 
Cannot be- heard so high. I'll look no more. 
Lest my brain turn, and the disorder make me 
Tlimble down headlong. 
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* Glost. Set me where you stand. 

^ Edg. You are' now within a foot of tlie extreme 

verge : 
For all beneath the moon I would not now 
Leap forward. 

Glost. Let go my hand. 
Here is another purse^ in it a jewel 
Well worth a poor man's taking. Get thee farther. 
Bid me farewell^ and let me hear thee going. 

Edg. Fare you well, sir. That I do trifle thus 

With his despair, is \nth design to cure it. 

Glost, [^Kneels.'] Thus, mighty gods, this world I do 
' reiiounce. 

And in your sight shake my afflictions off; 
If I could bear them longer, and not fell 
To quarrel with your great opposeless wills. 
My snuff and feebler part of nature should 
Buhl itself out. ^ If Edgar live, oh, bless him ! 
Now, fellow, fere thee well. 

Edg. Hold — ^who comes here ? 

Enter King Lear, a Coronet of Flowers on his Head, 
Wreaths and Garlands about him. 

Lear. No, no ; they cannot touch me for coining; 
{ am the king himself. 

* Edg. O piercing sight ! \ / 
Lear. Nature's above art in that respect. There's^ 

your press-money. That fellow handles his bow like 
a crow-keeper; — draw me a clothier s yard. A mouse, 
a mouse ! Peace, boa ! There's my gauntlet; Fll prove 
it on a giant. Bring up the brown bills. O, well 
flown, barb ! i'th' clout, i'th* clout. — Hewgh ! — Give 
me the word. 

Edg. Sweet Marjoram. 

Lear. Pass. 

Glosi. I know that voice. 

Lear. Ha, Goneril I With a white beard ? They 
flatter'd mc like a dog, and told mc I had white liairs 
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on my chin, before ihe black ones were there. To say 
ay and no to every thing that I said, — Ay and no 
too, was no good divinity. When the rain came once 
to wet me, and the winds to make me chatter, when 
the thunder would not peace at my bidding, there I 
found them, there I smelt them out Go to, they are 
not men of their words ; they told me I was ev&f 
thing ; 'tis a fie ; I am not agifie-proof. 

Ghst That voice I well remember : is*t not thi 
king? 

Lear. Ay, every inch a king : when I do Starr, 
See, how the subject quakes! 

I pardon that man's life. ^What was the cause? 

Adultery ? 

Thou shalt not die. Die for adultery ? Nq.-— 

The wren goes to't, and the small gilded fly 

Engenders in my sight. Let copulation thrive ; 

For Gloster*s bastard son was kinder to his fathef>. 

Than were my daughters, got i'th* lawful bed. 

To*t, luxury, pell-mell ; for I lack soldiers.. 

There's money for thee. 

, Glost. Let me kiss that hand. 

Lear. Let me wipe it first; it smells of mortality.. 

GlosL Speak, sir, do you know me ? 

LiCar. I remember thine eyes well enough. Nay^ 

do thy worst, blind Cupid, 1*11 not love. Read me 

this challenge ; mark but the penning of it. 

Ghst, Were all the letters suns, I could not see* . 

Lear, Read, read, read. 

Glost. What ! with this case of eyes ? 

Lear. O hp ! are you there with me ? No eyes ia 
your head, nor no money in your purse ? Yet you see 
now this world goes. . 

Glost. I see it feelingly. 

Lear. What ! art mad? A man may see how this 
world goes with no eyes. Look with thy ears : ^ee 
how yon justice rails on yon simple thief. — Hark, in 
thine ear ; shake them together, and the first that 
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drops> be it thief or justice^ is a villaiiu-— Thou hast 
seen a farmer's dog iKirk at a beggar ? 

GlosL Ay, sir. 

Lear, And the man run from the cur ? there thou 
might'st behold the great image of authority; a dog^s 
obeyed in ojffice. Thou rascal beadle^ hold thy bloody 
hand! Why dost thou lash that strumpet? Thou 
hotly lust'st to enjoy her in that kind for which thou 
whipp'st her; do> do; the judge^ that sentenced her, 
has been beforehand with thee. 
. GhH, How stiff is my vile sense, that yields not yet I 

Lear, I tell thee, the usurer hangs the coz'ner.^^-* 
Through tatter'd clothes small vices do appear ; 
Robes and jRir-gowns hide all. Plate sin with gold. 
And the 'itroug lance (^justice hurtless breaks ; 
Arm it in rags, a pigmy's straw doth pierce it.-^« 
Why, there 'tis for thee, my friend; make much of it; 
It has the power to seal the accuser*s lips» — Get thee 
glass eyes, and, like a scurvy politician, seem to see 
the things thou dost not— -Pull, pull off my boots; 
hard, harder; so, so. 

. Glost, O, matter and impertinency mix*d! 
Re^n in madness ! 

Lear, If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyea. 
I know thee well enough, thy name is Gloster. 
Thou must be patient; wc came crying hither '; 
Thou know'st, the first time that we taste th^ air. 

We wail and cry. I'll preach to thee ; mark me. 

. Edg, Break, labouring heart 1 

Lear, When we are born, we cry, that we are come 
To this great stage of fools, 

Enter Two Knights. 

1 Knight, O ! here he is ; now take him gently.— 
Sir, ^ 
Your dearest daughter sends^ 

Lear, No rescue?. What, a prisoner? I am even the 
natural fool of fortune. Use me well, you shall have 

F 
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i^tnsbm.**-^—- Let me have surgeons. Oh! I am cut 
to the brains. 

Phi/, You shall have any thine:. 

• Lear, No seconds ? All myself? 

i will die bravely, like a bridegfroom. What I 
I will be jovial ; come, come ; I am a king, 
My masters, know you that ? 
■ Phif, You are a royal one, and we obey you. 
. Lear, It were an excellent stratagem to shoe a 
troop of horse with felt ; I'll put it in proof. — No 
noise, no noise.- — Now will we steal upon these sons- 
in-law^ and then Kill, kill, kill, kill ! 

[^Exeunt Kino Lear, the Knights, and 
/ Physician. 

Edg, A sight most moving in the meanest wretch. 
Past speaking in a kingf! 

• Glost. Now, good sir, what are you ? 

Edg, A most poor man, made tame to fortune's 
strokes. 
And prone to pity by experienced sorrows. 
Give me your hand. 

Glost. You gentle gods, take my breath from me. 
And let not my ill genius tempt me more 
To die before you please. 

Enter Oswald. 

Osn/. A 'proclaimed prize ! O most happily met ! 
That eyeless head of thine was first fram'd flesh 
To raise my fortunes. Thou old, unhappy traitor. 
The sword is out that muist destroy thee. 

Glost, Now let thy friendly hand put strength 
enough to't. 

Osfv, Wherefore, bold peasant, 
Dar'st thou sup|K)rt a published traitor ? Hence, 
Lest I destroy thee too ; let go his arm. 

Edg. Chill not let go, zir, without vurthcr 'casion. 
' Qsw. Let go, slave, or thou^j^iest. 

Edg, Good gentleman, go yoi»r gate, and let poor 
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volk pass ; and chu'd ha' bin' zwagger'd out of my 
. life, it would not have been zo long as 'tis by a Fort- 
night. Nay,j9n'tibou com «t near the old man, Tst 

try iFliether your costard or my ballow be the harder. , 

Osw, Out, duDghill ! 

Edg. Chill pick your teeth, zir : come, no matter 
Tor your foines. [^EDgar knocks him dawn, 

Osw, Slave, thou hast slain me ; oh ! untimely 
death. [^Dies, 

Edg, I know thee .well, a sefyjceable villain. 
As duteous to the vices of thy mistress. 
As lust could wish. 

Glost, What } Is he dead ? 

Edg. This is a letter-carrier, and may have 
Some papers of intelligence^ that may stand > 

Gut party in good stead to know. What's here ? 

{Takes a Letter out of his Pockety and reads it. 

To Edmund Earl of Gloster, 

Let our mutual loves be remembered : you have many 

fipportunities to cut Albany off. If he return the con- 

queror, then I am still a prisoner, and his bed my gaol; 

jrom t/te loedked warmth of which deliver me, and sup^ 

ply the plaeejbr your labour, Goneril • 

A plot upon the jduke her husband's life. 
And the exchange my brother ! — 
In time and place convenient ril product 
These letters to the sight of the injurd duke. 
As best shall serve our purpose. 

£A March at a Distance, 
Come, your hand ; 

jFar off methinks I hear the beaten drum : 
C'ome, sir, I will bestow you with a friend. [^Ej:eunt, 



64 KINO LLAR. f ACT Y. 



ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCENE i; 

1 

A Chamber, 
King Lear asleep on a Couck. 

Cordelia^ Phtsiciak, and Two Knights standing 

by him. 

Cord. His slem is sounds and may have good effect 
To cure his jamkig senses^ and repair 
This breach of nature. 

PAy#. We. have employ'd the utmost power of art> 
And this deep rest will perfect our design. 

Csrd. O Regan ! Goneril ! Inhuman sisters ! 
Had he not been your father, these white hairs 
Had challenged sure some pity! Was this a face 
To be exposed against the jarring winds ? 
My enemy's dog, though he had bit me, should 
Have stood that night against my fire. — He wakes ; 
i^ak to him. 

Phys. Madam, do you ; 'tis fittest. 

Cord» How does my royal lord ? How fares your 
majesty ? 

Lear, You do me wrong, to take me out o'the grave. 

Cord. Speak to me, sir; who am I ? 

Lear, You are a soul in bliss ; but I am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, which my own tears 
Do scald like molten lead. 

Cord. Sir, do you know me ? 



T^ar. You a3re a spirit^ I khoi^ : when did you die ? 

Cord, Still, still, far wide ! 

Phys, Madam, he*s scarce awake; liell soon grow 
more compos'd. 

Lcflr. Where hare I been? Where am I ? Fair day** 
light? 
I am mightily abus*d; I should even die with pity 
To see another thus. I will not swear 
These are my hands. ; 

Cord, O, look upon me, sir. 
And hold your hand in blessing o'er me. — Nay, 
You must not kneeL 

Lear, Pray, do not mock me ; 
I am a very foolish, fond, old man. 
Fourscore and upward : and, to deal plainly, ^ 

I fear I am not in n>7 perfect mind. 

Cord, Nay, then farewell to patience I witness fbt 
me. 
Ye mighty powers ! I ne'er <rbmplain'd till now I 

Lear, Methinks I should know you, and know this 
man: 
Yet I am doubtfiil ; for I*m mainly ignorant 
What place this is ; and all the skill I have 
Remembers not these garments ; nor do I know 
Where I did sleep last night. — Pray, do not mock me; 
For, as I am a^man, I think that lady . s 

To be my child Cordelia. 

Cord, O, my dear, dear father ! 

Lear, Be your tears wet ? Yes, 'faith ; pray, do not 
weep. 
I know I have given thee cause, and am so humbled 
With crosses since, that I could ask 
Forgiveness of thee, were impossible. 
That thou couldst grant it ; 
If thou hast poison for me, I will drink it. 
Bless thee, and die. 

Cord, O, pity, sir, a bleeding heart, and cease 
This killing language ! . 

v2 
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Lear, Tell me, friends, where am I ? 

Phifs, In your own kingdom, sir. 

Lear, Do not abuse me. 

Pkifs, Be comforted, good madam ; for the violence 
Of his distemper's past; we'll lead him in. 
Nor trouble him, till he is better settled. 
Will it please you, sir, walk into freer air? 

Lear. You must bear witii me, I am old and foolish. 
Forget and forgive. 

^The Physician leads off Kifio Lear, JbUowed 
by the Two Kniouts. 

Cord, The gods restore you ! — ^A distant March, 
Hark, I hear afar 

The beaten drum. Old Kent's a man of 's word< 
Oh ! for an arm 

Like the fierce thunderer's, when the earth-born sonis 
iStorm'd heaven, to fight this injured father s battle ! 
That I could shift my sex, and dye me deep 
In his opposer's blood ! But, as I may. 
With women's weapons, piety and pray'rs, 
I'll aid his cause. — You never-erring gods. 
Fight on his side, and thunder on his foes 
Such tempests, as his poor aged head sustain'd ! 
Your ima^ suflSers when a monarch bleeds ; 
'Tis your own cause ; for that your succours bring ; 
Revenge yourselves, and right an injured king. 

[Ecat Cordelia. 



SCENE II. 



A Valley near the Field of Battle, 

Enter Edgar (in his own Character) and Gloster. 

Edg, Here, sir, take you the shadow of this tree. 
For your good host ; pray that the right may thrive : 
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If ever I return to you again^ 

I'll bring you comfort. {_Ea:it EfDOAH. 

GlosL Thanks, friendly sir ; 
The fortune, your good cause deserves, betide you1 

^An Alarm within. 
The fight grows hot ; the whole war's now at work. 
And the gor'd battle bleeds in every vein. 
Where's Gloster now, that used to head the onset. 
And scour the ranks where deadliest danger lay ? 
Here, like a shepherd, in a lonely shade. 
Idle, unann'd, and list'ning to the fight. 
No nore of shelter, thou blind worm, but forth 
To th* open field; the war may come this way. 

And cmsh thee into rest. 

O, dark despair ! When, Edgar, wilt thou come 
To pardati, and dismiss me to the grave? 

\A Retreat sounded, 
. Horic i a retreat ; the king, I fear, has lost^ 

Enter Edgar. ' 

Edg. Away, old man; give me your hand, awa^'T 
King Lear has lost ; he and his daughter ta'en : 
And this, ye gods, is all that I can save 
Of this most precious wreck. Give me your hand. 

Gl9st. No farther, sir ; a man may rot even here. 

Edg, What ! in ill thoughts again ? Men must en- 
dure 
Their going hence, ev'n as their comii\g hither. 

Glost, And that's true too. [^ExewtL 
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SCENE Hi. 

The Field of BaUle, 

Flourish. 

Enter the Duke of Albany, Goneril, Regan, Edp 
MVND, Captain of the Guard, and Soldiers ; 
with King Lear, Kent^ and Cordelia, Prv- 
soncrs,. 

Alb, It 16 eueugh to have conquer'd ; cruelty , 
Should ne'er survive the fight. Captain o' the gfuards. 
Treat well your royal prisoners, till you have 
Our farther orders; as you hold /our {dfiasure. 

Gon. Hark, sir, not as yon hold our husband's 
pleasure, [_To the Captaik, aside. 

But as you hold your life, despatch your prisoners. 
Our empire can have jio j5ure settlement 
But in their death. 

Capt, I shall obey your orders. 

Earn, Sir, I approve it safest to pronounce 
Sentence of death upon this wretched king. 
Whose age has charms in it, his title more. 
To idraw the qprnmons once more to his side ; 
'Twere best prevent it. 

Alb. Sir, by your favour, 
T hold you but a subject of this war. 
Not as a brother. 

Reg. That's as we list to grace him. 
Have you forgot that he did lead our pow'rs ? 
Bore the commission of our place and person ? 
And that authority may well stand up. 
And call itself your brother. 

Gon. Not so hot ; 
Jn his own merits he exalts himself 
More than in your addition. [^A Trumpet sotinds. 
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Enter "EDQAUy disguised. 

^/6. What art thou? 

Edg. Pardon ine> sir, that I presume to step 
A prince and conqueror ; yet, ere you triumph, 
'Give ear to what a stranger can deliter 
Of what concerns you more than triumph can, 
I do impeach your general there of treason. 
Lord Edtmind, that usurps the name of Gloster, 
Of foulest practice 'gainst your life and honour : 
This charge is true; and, wretched though I £eem, 
I can produce a champion that will prove. 
In single combat, what I do avouch^ 
If Edmund dares but trust his cause and sword. 

Edm, What will not Edmund dare ? My lord, I b^ 
iThe fevour that you'd instantly appoint 
The place where I may meet this challenger. 
Whom I will sacrifice to itay wrong'd fatoe^: 
Bemember, sir, that injured honour's nice. 
And cannot brook delay. 

Alb. It shall be so— 
Anon, before our tent, i' th* army's vie\r^ 
TThere let the herald cry. 

Edg. I thank your highness in my champion's 
tiame : 
Hell wait your trumpet's call. lEa:ii Edgar. 

Alb. Lead to our tent. [^Exeunt. 

Manent Kino Lear, Kent, Cordelia, Captain -t^ 
the Guard, and Soldiers. 

Lear. O Kent! Coi^elia! 
You are the only pair that I e er wronffd. 
And the just gods have made you witnesses 
Of my disgrace ; — the very shame of fortune. 
To see me chained and -shackled at these years ! 
Yet were you but spectators of my woes. 
Not fellow-sufferers, all were well. 
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Cord, This language^ sir^ adds yet to our afflictioii. 

Lear.Thou, Kent^didstiiead the troops that fought 
my battle, 
Expoeed'st thy life and foitunes for a master. 
That had, as I remember, banished thee. 

Kent, Pardon mc, sir, that once I In^ke your 
orders: 
Banish*d by you, I kept me here disguised 
To watch your fortunes, and protect your person: 
You know you entertain'd a rough, blunt fellow, 
Qne Caius, and you thought he did you service. 

Ltcar. My trusty Cajjis, I jhare lost him too ! 
'Twas a rough honesty. 

Kentp I w^ that Caius, ^ 

Disguised in thajt coarse dress to follow yon. 

Lear, My Caius too ! Wert tjiou my trusty Caius ? 
Enough^ enough — r— 

Cord. A]^ me, he faints! his blood forsakes his 
ciieekl 
Help, Kent,^ ^ 

Lear, No, no, they shall not see us weep. 
We'll see thcym rot fi^st. — Guards, lead away to prison. 
Come, Kent ; Cordelia, come. — Ha ! have I caughjt 

y^u? 
He, that parts us, must bring a brand fr(»n heav'n : 
Together we'll out-toil the spite x)f hell, 
Ajad die the wonders of the world. — ^Away. ^Exeunt, 

•) SCEN^ IV. 

Tlie Duke of Albany's TetU, 

Flourish, 

Enter live Dvke of Albany, Edmund, Herald, 
Attendants, and Soldiers. 

Alb, Now, Gloster, trust to thy sin)*le virtue ; for 
thy soldiers. 
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AH levied in my nume, have iu my nam^ 

Ta'eo their discharge. Now let our trumpets speak, 

And^ herald^ read out this. ^Herald reads* 

If any man of quality within the lists of the armijf 
will maintain upon Edmund, supposed Earl ofGloster, 
that he is' a manifold traitor, let him appear by the i 
third sound of the trumpet; he is bold in his defence. 

Souad/ — again ;-'--again. 

J^The Trumpet sounds at each Order; and is 
then answered from within^ 

Ejtier EdgXh*. 

Alb, Lord Edgar ! 

Edm^ Ha ! my brother f 
This is the only combatant I could fear ; 
For in my breast guilt duels on his side* 
But, conscience, what have I to do with thee ? 
Awe thou thy dull legitimate slaves ; but I 
Was born a libertine, and so I keep me« 

Edg. My noble prince, a woi*d : — ^Ere we engage. 
Into your highness* hands I give this paper; 
It will the ti-uth of my impeachment prove. 
Whatever be my fortune in the fight. 

Alb» We shall peruse it. 

Edg. Now, Edmund, draw thy sword. 
That, if my speech has wrong*d a noble heart. 
Thy arm may do thee justice : here, i* the presence* 
Of this high prince, 

I brand thee with the 9potted name c^ traitor. 
False to thy gods, thy father, and thy brother. 
And, what is more, thy friend, false to this prince ; 
If then thou sharest a spark of GJoster's virtue. 
Acquit thyself; or, if thou shurcst his courage. 
Meet this defiance bravely. 

Kilm, And dares Edgar, 
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The beaten, ^routed Edgar, brave his conqueror ? 
From all thy troops and thee I forc'd the field ; 
Thou hast lost the gen'ral stake, and art thou now 
Come with thy petty single stock to play 
This after-game ? 

Edg, HaJf^blooded man, 
Thy father's sin first, then his punishment. 
From thy licentious mother 
Thou draw'st thy yillany; but, for thy part 
Of Gloster's blood, I hold thee worth my sword. 

Edm. Thou bear*st thee on thy mother's piety^ 
Which I despise ; thy mother being chaste. 
Thou art assured thou art but Gloster's son ; 
But mine, disdaining constancy, leaves me. 
To hope that I am sprung from nobler bloody 
And possibly a king might be my sire ; 
But be my birth's unce^in chance as 'twill. 
Who 'twas that had the hit to father me 
I know not ; 'tis enough that I am I ; 
Of thift one thing I'm certain, that I have 
A daring soul, and so have at thy heart. 

[^Trumpets sound; — theyjight ; — Edjavhb Jhlls*> 
'Tis past,-— and so am I. 

Edg. As. thou art my father's son. 
Exchange we charity on thy repentance. 

Ed7n. Thy sword has proved thy truth. — Forgive 
me, Edgar. — 
Oh ! ere life leaves me, let me do some good, 
Despight of my own nature : — Quickly send. 
Be brief, into the castle ; for my order 
Is on the life of Lear, and of Cordelia. 

Edg. O, let us fly, my lord, to save their lives J 

Alb. The heav ns defend tiiem 1 —Bear him hence 
awhile. 

{^Exeunt ihe Duke of Albany and Edgar, 
with u Part of the JSoldiers, and the other 
Part bear Edmund away. 
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SCENE V. 



A Prison, 



Kino Lear asleep, with his Head ofiCottnf^LiA'sLap^, 

m 

Cofd. -What toils^ thou wretched king^ hast thou 
endured. 
To make thee draw, in chains, a sleep so sound I 
Thy better snge! charm thy raridi'd mind • 
With £Emded ffeedom ! Peace is us'd to lo^ge 
On cottage straw; thou hast the b^[gar-s bed ; 
Thereforeshouldst hare thebeggar'scareless thought — 
And now, my Edgar, I remember thee : 
What £Eite has seiz'd thee in this genera] wreck 
I know not, but I ktk>w thou must be wretched. 
Because Cordelia holds thee dear.— >0 gods ! 
A sudden gloom overwhelms me, and the image 
Of death o erspreads the place.— ^Ha ! who are these? 

Enter CAPTAit^ OF the Guard, another Officer^ 
and Soldiers, tviih Cords, 

Capt. Now, sirs, despatch ; already you are paid 
In part, the best of your reward*8 to come. 

Lear. Charge, charge upon their flank ; their left 
wing halts ; 
Push, push the battle, and the day's our own ; 
Their ranks are broken ; down, down with Albany.-— 
Who holds my hands ? — O, thou deceiving sleej^ 
I was this ytrj minute on the chase. 
And now a pns'ner here !— What mean the slares? 
You will not murder me ? 
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Cord. Help> earth and heaven ! 
For your souFs sake^ dear sir^ and for the fods*> — 
Cffi. No tears^ good lady ; no pleading against gold 
and preferment. 
Come^ sirs> make ready your cords. 

Cord, You, sir, FU seize. 
You have a human form ; and, if no prayers 
Can touch your soul to spare a poor king's life. 
If there be any thing that you hold dear. 
By t^t I beg you to despatch me first. 
Capi, Comply with her request; despatch her first. 
Zreor. Off, )iell?Jb<nu^ 1 by the gods I cbar^ jt^u, 
spare her ; 
'Tift ai^y Corddiay my troe pioos daughter; 
No pity ?-*-N«y9 1li6n iak« an old inan'fi vcnfeanqe. 
J[Kuio LsuiR muAci^ a mcrd ^Pm Ahe 
Of^^fotn/ >aiMl 9tnk€9 4pfVfi ikt Tn>0 

Enter Edoab^ ihe Duke of Albany, imd Kmo 

Lear's ELmiohts. 

Edg, Death ! hell 1 ye vultures, hold your in^pious 
hands. 
Or take « speedier death than you would give. 

Alb. Guards, seize those instruments of cruelty. 
^ Cord. Oh, my Edgar 1 

Edg. My deM^ Cordelia 1 lucky was the minute 
Of our approach ; the gods have weigh*d our suff*rings ; 
We've pass'd the fire^ aiid now must shine to figies. 

Knight.' Look here, my lord ; see where the gene- 
rous king 
Has slain two of them. 

Le^. Did I not, Mow f 
Fve seen the day, with mv good biting faldno^ 
I cotdd have made tJiem sidp i-^l am dd now. 
And these vile crosses ispoil tiie ; out of bf eath> 
Fie; ^ ! quite vctt of breathy ^d spent. 
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REMARKS. 



/ It rarely happens^ that a theatre is enriched by H 
number of male performers, etfaal to the task of re* 
presenting those great historical charactersy which 
Shakspeare has here pourtrayed with his usual truth 
of delineation. 

The theatres of Londoni at the present era, can 
tioast'of actors to set all such difficulties iA defiance; 
and yet it has been thought adviseable, for some 
yearfiTpasti that this tragedy should not appear upoa 
the stage. 

When men's thoughts are deeply engaged on public 
events^ historical occurrences, of a similar kind, are 
only held proper for the contemplation of such minds 
as know how to distinguish, and to appreciate, the 
good and the evil with which they abound. Such 
discriminating judges do not compose the whole 
audience of a play-house ; therefore, when the cir*' 
cumstances of certain periods make certain inci- 
. dents of history most interesting, those are the very 
seasons to interdict their exhibition. 

Till the time of the world's repose, then, the lovers 
of the drama will, probably, be compelled to accept 
pf real conspiracies, assassinations, and the slaughter 
of war, in lieu of such spectacles, ably counterfeited. 



DRAMATIS PERSONS 



Julius Cjesar 

OcTAViUft CiBSAR 
ASTONT 

Brutus 
Cassius ^ 
Casca 

Treboniui 

LlGARIUS 

Decius BRUtuii^ 
Mbtellus 

ClNMA 

1 Plbbeiaht 

2 Plebeian 
$ Plebeian 

PiMDARUS 

Portia 
Calfhurkia 



Mr Clarie. 
Mr Wroughknu 
Mr Smith. 
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Mr Gardner^ 
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Mr Dams. 
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Mr Hamilton* 
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Mr R. Smitk. 
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Guards and Attendants. 

SCENE— For the first three Acts, at Rome ; after > 
^Dards at an Isle near MtUinOf at SardiSf and Phi* 
Vfpin 
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ACT THE HRST. 

ft 

8CENX h 

Rome, 

A Street 

A great TumviU mthotttm 

Enter CmciL and TrebokiuSi meeting a T%rong of 

Plebeians. 

■ 

Casca. Hence; homei you idle creatures^ get you 
home! 
Is this a holiday i What ! know you not. 
Being mechanicali you ought not walk, 
Upon a labouring dayi without the sign 
Of your profession ?---^peak, what trade art thou ? 

1 Pie, Why, sir, a carpenter. 

Tre* Where is Uiy leather apron, and thy rule ?-« 
You, sir ; what trade ore you i 

2 Pie. Truly, sir, in respect of a fine workman, I 
am but, as you would say, a eobUert 
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Tre. But what trade art thou I Answer me directly. 

2 Pie. A trade^ sir, that, I hope, I may use with a 
safe conscience ; which is, indeed, sur, a mender of 
bad fioals. 

Cascti. What trade, thou knave? thou naugh^ 
knave, what trade ? 

2 Pie. Nay, I beseech you, sir, be not out with 
me : yet, if you be out, sir, I can mend you. 

Casca, What meanest by that? Mend me, tho» 
saucy fellow ? 

2 Pfe. Why, sir, cobble you. 

Tre. Thou art a cobbler, art thou ? 

2P/?. Truly/ sir, all that I live by is, with the 
awl : I meddle with no trade — man's matters, nor 
woman's matters,^4)ut with awl. I am, indeed, sir, a 
surgeon to old shoes; when they are in great danger, 
I re-cover them. As proper men as ever trod upon 
neats- leather have gone upon ray handy-work. 

Tre. But wherefore art not in thy shop to-day I 
Why dost thou lead these men ^bout the streets ? 

2 Pie. Truly, sir, to wear out their shoes, to get 
myself into more work. But, indeed, sir, we make 
holiday, to see Caesar, and to rejoice in his triumph. 

Casca. Wherefore rejoice ? what conquest brings 
he home I 
What tributaries follow him to Rome, 
To grace in captive'bonds bis chariot wheels ? 
You blocks, you stones, you worse than senseless 

thiogs ! 
O, you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome, 
Knew you not Pompey I Many a time and oft 
Have you climb'd up to walls and battlements. 
To towers and windows, yea, to chimney -tops, > 

Your infants in your arms, aod there have sat 
The live-long day, with patient expectation, 
To see great Pompey pass the 6treet3 of Rome : 
And, when you saw his chariot but appear. 
Have you not made a universal shout. 
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That Tyber trembled underneath his bank^ 

To hear the replication of your sounds, 

Made in his concave shores ? 

And do you now cull out a holidffy ? 

And do you now strew flowers in his way. 

That conies in triumph over Pompey's blood i 

Be gone; 

Hun to your houses, fUl upon your knees. 

Pray to the gods to intermit the plague 

That needs must light on this ingratitude. 

Tre. Go, go, good countryman ; and, for this fauU» 
Assemble all the poor men of your sort ; 
Draw them to Tyber banks, and weep your tears 
Into the channel, till the lowest stream 
Do kiss the most e»dted shores of all. ' 

lExeunt Plebeians* 

Casca. See, whe'r their basest metal be not moved ; 
They vanish tongue-tied in their guiltiness. 
Go you down that way towards the capitol ; 
This way will L— Disrobe the images. 
If you do find them decked with Csesar's trophies. 

Tre. May we do so i 
Tou know it is the feast of Lupercal. 

Casca, It is no matter : 
These growing feathers plucked from Caesar's wing. 
Will make him fly an ordinary pitch ; 
Who, else, would soar above the view of men. 
And keep us ail in servile fearfidnes8» [Exetmi* 
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SCSNX II. 



Rome* 



A PttbUc Place. , 



Music* 

The Soothsayer discovered at an AUar. 

filter in Procession^ Standards of S. P. Q. 22i— 
Priests, Senators^ Decius, Mbtellus^ Cik- 
NA9 PopiLius Lenas, CAssiua, Trbbomius, 
Casca, Clitus, Servius, Strato, Pinoarus, 
TiTiNius> Flavius, Brutus, Lucius, Varro» 
Virgins, Calpurnia, Matrons. 

[Great Shouts,} 

Enter Lictors, Lepidus, Julius Cjesar, Antony, 

Standards^ a Star^ Golden Eagles^ Silver Eagles^ 
and Guards. 

Cas» CalphuTDia, — 

Ant, Peace, ho ! Caesar speaks. [Music ceases. 

Cces. Calpbumia,-^ 

Cal, Here, my lord. 

CcBs. Stand you directly ia Antonius' way. 
When he doth run his course. — Antonius ! 

A7it. Caesar, my lord. 

Cces. Forget not» in your speed, Antonius, 
To touch Calphurnia ; for, our elders say, 
The barren, touched in this holy chase. 
Shake ofF their steril curse. 

Ant. I shall remembet ; 
When Cffisar says. Do thw,\^\^^«t:l^^\sJ^* 

% 



SCENE II.] JULIUS CJESAB. 11 

C^«. Set on ; and leave no ceremony out* 

Sooth. Caesar! 

Ctes. Ha ! Who calls ? 

Ant, Bid every noise be still :— Peace yet again. 

[Mu&ic ceases^ 

Cms. Who IS it in the press, that calls on me ? 
I hear a tongue, shriller than all the music, 
. Cry, CcBsar : Speak ; Caesar is turn'd to hear. 

Sooth, Beware the ides of March. 
. CcBs. What man is that? 

Bru. A soothsayer, bids you beware the ides of 
March. 

Cas* Set him before me v let me see his face. 

Cos. Fellow, come from the throng ; Lppk upon 
Caesar. 

[LicTORS, GuABDS, 8^c, make *um^Jw tht 
Soothsayer. 

C(Bs. What say'st thou to me now? Speak once 
again. 

Sooth. Beware the ides of March« 

CcBi. He is a dreamer ; let us leave him ;-*pass. 
\MvMc, — Exeunt all but Brutus and Cassivs* 

Cos. Will you go see the order of the course i 

Bru. Not I. 

Cos. I pray you, do. 

Bru. I am not gamesome ; I do lack some part 
Of that quick spirit that is in Antony. 
LfCt me not hinder, Cassius, your desires: 
PU leave you. 

Cos. Brutus, I do observe you now of late: 
I have not from your eyes that sentleness. 
And show of love, as 1 was woirt to have : 
You bear too stubborn and too strange a hand 
Over your friend that loves you. 

Bru. CassiuSf 
Be not deceived : If I have reil'd my lookj^ 
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I turn the trouble of my countenance 

Merely upon myself. VexM I am, 

Of late, with passions of some difference^ 

Conceptions only proper to myself 

Which give aome soil, perhaps, to my bebavionia; 

But let not therefore my gooa friends be gricTed y^^ 

AiKiong which number, Qissius, be you one ;— 

Nor construe any further my neglect, 

Than that poor Brutus, with hinuelf at war^ 

Forgets the shows of love to other men, 

doj. Then, Brutus, I have much mistook yoi^r 
passion; 
Bv means whereof, this breast of mine hath buried 
Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations* 
Tell me, sood Brutus, can you see your face i 

Bru* No, Cassius ; for the eye sees not itself^ 
But by reflection, by some o^her things. 

Cm. 'Tisjust: 
And it is very much lamented, Brutus, 
That you have no such mirrors, as will turn 
Your nidden worthiness into your eye, 
That you might see your shadow, I havq heard. 
Where many of the best respect in Rome,— 
Except immortal Caesar, — speaking of BrutuSf 
And groaning underneath this age's yoke. 
Have wish'd that poble Brutus had his eyes. 

Bru. Into what dangers would you lead me, Cas? 
sius, 
That you would have me seel^ into myself 
For that which is not in me? 

Cas. Therefore, good Brutus, be prepared to hear ; 
And, since you know you cannot see yourself 
So well as by reflection, I, your glass, 
Will modestly discover to yourself 
Thatof yourself which you yet know not ofl 
And be not jealous of me, gentle Brutus : 
Were I a common laugher, or did use 
To stale with ordinary oaths my love 
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To every new protester : if you k ^ow 

That I do fawn on men, and hug them hard^ 

And, after, scandal them ; or if you know 

That I profess myself in banqueting 

To all the rout, then held me dangerous. [A shouim 

Bru, What means this shouting f— I do fear tho 
people 
Choose Caesar for their king. 

Cos. Ay, do you fear it ? 
Then must I think, you would not have it so. 

Bru, I would not, Cassius ; yet I love him welI:-« 
But, wherefore do you hold me here so long i 
What is it that you would impart to me { 
If it be aught toward the general good. 
Set honour in one eye, and death i' the other^ 
And I will lodk on boUi indifferently : 
For, let the gods so speed me, as I love 
The name of honour more than I fear death. 

Cos. 1 know that virtue to be in you, Brutus^ 
As well as 1 do know your outward favour. 
Well, honour is the subject of my story w— 
I cannot tell, what you and other men 
Think of this life ; but, for my single self, 
I had as lief not be, as live to be 
In awe of such a thing as' I myself. 
1 was born free as Csesar ; so were you : 
We both have fed as well ; and we can both 
Endure the winter's cold as well as he : 
For once, upon a raw and gusty day, 
The troubled Tyber chafing with his shores, 
Caesar said to me, Dar*st thou^ Cassius, itdtv 
Leap in with me into this angry Jhod^ 
And swim to yonder point ?— Upon the wordy 
Accoutred as 1 was, I plunged in, 
And bade him follow : so, indeed, he did. 
The torrent roar'd ; and we did buffet it 
With lusty sinews, throwing it aside, 
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And stemming it with hearts of controversy* 

But ere we could arrive the point proposed^ 

Caesar cried» Help me^ Cassiust or I sink* 

ly — as ^neas, our great ancestor. 

Did from the flames of Troy, .upon his shoulder. 

The old Anchises bear, so, from the waves of Tyber« 

Did I the tired Caesar: And this man 

Is now become a god ; and Cassius is 

A wretched creature, and must bend his body. 

If Caesar carelessly but nod on him* 

He had a fever when he was in Spain, 

And when the fit was on him, I did mark 

How he did shake : *tis true, this god did shake ; 

His coward lips did from their colour fly ; 

And that same eye, whose bend doth awe the world. 

Did lose his lustre : I did hear him groan : 

Av, and that tongue of his, that bade the llomans 

MsLtk him, and write his speeches in their books, 

Alas ! it cried, Give me some drink, Titinius^ 

As a sick girl. Ye gods, it doth amaze me, 

A man of 9uch a feeble temper should 

So get the start of the majestic world. 

And bear the palm alone. [A Shout. 

Bru. Another general shout ! 
I do believe, that these applauses are 
For some new honours that are heap'd on Caesar. 

Cas* Why, man, he doth bestride the narrow world. 
Like a Colossus ; and we, petty men. 
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about. 
To find ourselves dishonourable graves. 
Men at some time are masters of their fates : 
The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars, 
But in ourselves, that we are underlings. 
Brutus, and Caesar : What should be in that Caesar i 
Why should that name be sounded more than yours I 
Write them together, yours is as fair a name ; 
Sound themi it doth become the mouth as well ; 
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Weigh them, it is as heavy ; conjure with 'em, 
Brutus will start a spirit as soon as Caesar. [A Shoui* 
>Iow, in the names of all the gods at once. 
Upon what meat doth this our Caesar feed. 
That he is grown so great ? Age, thou art shamed: 
Rome, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloods ! 
When went there by an age, since the great flood. 
But it was famed with more than with one man i 
When could they say, till now, that talkM of Rome, 
That her wide walks encompassed but one man ? 

! you and I have heard our fathers say. 
There was a Brutus once, that would have brook'd 
The eternal devil to keep his state in Rome, 

As easily as a king. 

Bru, That you do love me, I am nothing jealous ; 
What you would work me to, I have some aim : 
How I have thought of this, and of these times, 

1 shall recount hereafter ; for this present, 

I would not— so with love I might entreat ^ou,— -» 
Be any further moved. What you have said, 
I will consider ; what you have to say, 
I wfll with patience hear ; and find a time 
Both meet to hear and answer such high things.— 

iThree Shouts. 
The games are done, and Caesar is returning. 

Cas. As they pass by, pluck Casca by the sleeve ; 
And he will, after his sour fashion, tell you 
What hath proceeded, worthy note, to-day* 

Bru. I will do so : — But, look you, Cassius, 
The angry spot doth glow on Caesar's brow. 
And all the rest look like a chidden train. 

Cas* Casca will tell us what the matter is. 

[Music 
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Enter Standards ^f S. P. Q. B.— LictORS,— Lepi- 
Dus, Antony, Casar> — Standards, a Star^-^ 
Golden Eafrles^ — Sifapr Eagles^ — Guards, — 8e» 

KATORSy — TrEBONIUS, CaSCA, — CiNNA, PoPI- 

LIU8, — Decius and Metellus* 

C(ts* Antoniusi-^ 

Ant. Caesar^ 

C€es. Let me hare men about me that are fat; 
Sleek*headed men, and sach as sleep o' nights z 
Yond' Cassias has a lean and hungry look : 
He thinks too much, such men are dangerous. 

Ant» Fear him not, Caeisar; he's not 'dangerous $ 
He is a noble Romany and well given. 

Cas. 'Would he were fatter :— Bat I fear him not; 
Yet, if my name were liable to fear* 
I do not know the man I should avoid 
So soon as that spare Cassius^ He reads much ; 
He is a great observer, and he looks 
Quite through the deeds of men : he loves no play% 
As thou dost, Antony ; he hears no music ; 
Seldom he smiles; and smiles in such a sort. 
As if he mockM himself, and scorn'd his spirit 
That could be moved to smile at any things 
Such men as he be never at heart's ease. 
Whiles they behold a greater than themselves; 
And therefore are they very dangerous. 
I rather tell thee what is to be fear'd, 
Than what I fear ; for always I am Caesar. 
.Come on my right hand, for this ear is deaf. 
And tell me truly what thou think'st of himi. 

[Music, — Exeunt all but Brutus, Casca, and 
Cassius^ 

Casca, You pull'd me by the cloak : Would yoa 
speak with me ? 

Bru. Ay, Casca; tell us what hath chanced t<H 
day. 
That Csesar looks so sad« 
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Catca. Why, you were with hiniy were you not ? 

JSrtf* I should not then ask Casca , what, hath 
chanced. 

Casca. Why, there was a crown offered him ; and 
being offer'd him, he put it by with the back of his 
han(£ thus ; and then the people fell a shouting* 

Bru. What was the second noise for I 

Casca. Why, for that too. 

Cos. They shouted thrice : What was the last cry 
for? 

Casca. Why, for that too. 

Bru. Was the crown offerM him thrice i 

Casca. Ay, marry, was't ; and he p4t it by thrice, 
every time gentler than the oUier; and at every, 
putting by, mine honest neighbours shouted. 

Cas, Who offer'd him the crown ? 

Casca, Why, Antony. 

Bru. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Casca. 

Casca. I can as well be hang'd as tell the manner 
#f it ; it was mere foolery ; I did not mark it. — I saw 
Mark Antony offer him a crown ; and, as I told you, 
he put it by once ;^ but, for all that, to my thinking, 
he would fain have had it. Then he offered it to him 
again ; then he put it by again ; but, to my thinking, 
he was very loth to lay his fingers off it. And then 
he offered it the third time ; he put it the third time 
by : and still, as he refused it, the rabblement hoot- 
ed, and clapped their chopped hands, and threw up 
their sweaty night-caps, and uttered such a deal of 
stinking breath because Caesar refused the crowq, 
that it had almost choaked Caesar ; for he swooned, 
and fell down at it : And, for mine own part, I durst 
not laugh, for fear of opening my lips, and receiving 
the bad air. 

Cas. But soft, I pray you: What? Did Caesar 
swoon ? 

Casca. He fell down in the market-place, and 
fo£tm*d at mouth, and was speechless. 
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Bru» 'Tis very like : he hath the falling sicknesi. 

Cas. No» Cesar hath it not ; but you, and I, 
And honest Casca^ weVe the falling sicknesa. 

Coica. I know not what you mean by that ; but 
I am sure Caesar fell down :— If the tag-rag people 
did not clap him, and hiss him, according as he 
pleased and displeased them, as they used to do the 
players in the theatre, I am no true man. 

Bru. What said he,, when he came unto himself? 

Casca. Marry, before he fell down, when he per- 
ceived the common herd was glad he refuscni the 
crown, he plucked me ope his doublet, and oiered 
them his throat to cut — An I had been a man of any 
occupation, if I would not have taken him at a word, 
I would I might go to hell among the rogues :-— «nd 
so he fell. Whe%j)e came to himself again, he said» 
If he had done, or said any thing amiss, he desired 
their worships to think it was his infirmity. Three or 
four wenches, where I stood, cried, Alas^ good soul I-^ 
and forgave him with all their hearts : But there's no 
heed to be taken of them ; if Caesar had stabbed their 
mothers, they would have done no less. 

Bnu And after that, he came thus sad away i 

Casca. Ay. 

Cas. Did Cicero say any thing i 

Casca. Ay, he spoke Greek. 

Cas. To what effect ? 

Casca. Nay, an I tell you that, I'll ne'er look you 
i' the face again: But those that understood him, 
smiled at one another, and shook their heads ; but 
for mine own part, it was Greek to me. — Fare you 
vrell. There was more foolery yet, if I could re- 
member it. 

Cas. Will you sup with me to-night, Casca ? 

Casca. No ; I am promised forth. 

Cas. Will you dine with me to-morrow ? 

Casca. Ay ; if I be aUve^ and your mind hold— 
sod jrour dinner iA)tt\\ lYie e^xk^^* 
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Cas» Good ; I will expect you. 

Casca. Do so : — Farewell both. [Exit Casca. 

Bru* What a blunt fellow is this grown to be ! 
He was quick mettle, when he went to school. 

Cos. So is he now, in execution 
Of any bold or noble enterprizoi 
However he puts on this tardy form. 
This rudeness is a sauce to his good wit. 
Which gives men stomach to digest his words 
With better appetite. 

Bru, And so it is. — For this time I will leave you « 
To-morrow, if you please to speak with me, 
I will come home to you ; or, if you will. 
Come home to me, and I will wait for you. 

Cos. I will do so. 

Bru, Till then, my noble friend, chew upon this ; 
Brutus had rather be a villager, 
Than to repute himself a son of Rome 
Under these hard conditions as this time 
Is like to lay upon us.—- Fare you well. < v 

[EaU Brutus. 

Cas. Well, Brutus, thou art nobld ; yet, I see, 
Thy honourable metal may be wrought 
From that it is disposed : Therefore 'tis meet 
That noble minds keep ever with their likes : 
For who so firm, that cannot be seduced ? 
Caesar doth bear me hard : But he loves Brutus : 
If I were Brutus now, and he were Cassius, . 
He should not humour me.— I will this nighty 
In several hands, in at his windows throw, 
As if they came from several citizens. 
Writings, all tending to the great opinion 
That Rome holds of his name ; wherein obscurely 
Caesar's Ambition shall t>e glanced at : 
And, afler this, let Csesar seat him sure f 
For we will shidce him, ot worse days endure. ^ExiL 
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ACT THE SECONa 

SCENE I. 

Rome> 



A Street. 

Thunder and Lightning, 

Enter Cassius, meeting Casca* 

Cos. Who's there ? 

Ca6ca. A Roman. 

Cas. Casca, by your voice. 

Cetsca. Cassius, what night is this?! 

Cas, A very pleasing night to honest men. 

Casca, Who ever knew the heavens menace so ? 

Cas. Those that have known the earth so full ot 
faults.— 
N0W9 could I, Casca, name to thee a man 
Most like this dreadful night ; 
That thunders, lightens^ opens graves, and roars 
As doth the lion in the capitol : 
A man no mightier than thyself, or me, 
In personal action ; yet prodigious grown^ 
And fearful, as these strange eruptions are. 

Casca. 'Tis Csesar that you mean; Is it not, Cas« 
siusf 

Cas. Let it be who it is ; for Romans now 
Have thewes and limbs like to their ancestors; 
But, woe the while 2 our fathers' minds are dead^ 
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And we are govem'd with our mothers' spirits: 
Our yoke and sufferance show us womanish. 

Casca, Indeed^ they say, the senators to*morro# 
Mean to establish Caesar as a king ; 
And he shall wear his crown by sea and land^ 
In every place, save here in Italy. 

Cku. I know where I will wear this dagger then; 
Cassius from bondage will deliver Cassius : 
If I know this, know all the world besides^ 
That part of tyrann v, that I do bear^ 
I can shake off at pleasure* 

Casca. So can I : 
So every bondman in his own hand bears 
The power to cancel his captivity. 

Cas, And why should Caesar be a tyrant then ? 
Poor man ! I know he would not be a wolf. 
But that he sees the Romans are but sheep : 
He were no lion, were not Romans hinds. 
Those that with haste will make a mighty fire, 
Begin it with weak straws : What trash is Rome^ 
"What rubbish, and what offal, when it serves 
For the base matter to illuminate 
So vile a thing as Caesar ! But, O, grief, 
Where hast thou led me I I, perhaps, speak this 
Before a willing bondman ; then, I know. 
My answer must be made : But I am arm'd^ 
And dangers are to me indifferent* 

Casca, You speak to Casca; and to such a man 
That is no fieermg tell-tale. Hold my hand ; 
Be factious for redress of all these griefs ; 
And I will set this foot of mine as tari 
As who goes furthest* 

Cas, There's a bargain made. 
Now, know you, Casca, I have moved already 
Some certain of the noblest-minded Romans, 
To undergo, with me, an enterprise 
Of honourable- dangerous consequence ; 
And I do know, by this, they stay for me 
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In Pompey's porch : [Thunder and Ligkttdng* 

For now, this fearful night, 

There is no stir or walking in the streets; 

And the complexion of the element 

Is favoured, like the work we have in hand. 

Most bloody, fiery, and most terrible. ICfdf^ 

Casca, Stand dose awhile ; for here ponies one ia 
haste. 

Cos. Tls Cinna; I do know him by his gait; 
He is a friend. 

Enter Cikna. 

Cinna, where haste you so ? 

Cin. To find out you. Who^s that i Metellus Cim« 
ber? 

Cas. No, it is Casca ; one incorporate 
To our attempts. Am I not stayed for, Cinna ? 

Cin. Vm glad on't. — [Thunder* 

What a fearful night is this 1 

Cos. Am I not stay'd for? Tell me. 

Cin, Yes, 
You are. O, Cassius, if you could but win 
The noble Brutus to our party. ' 

Cas» Be you content: Good Cinna, take this paper^ 
And look you lay it in the praetor's chair. 
Where Brutus may but find it : and throw this 
In at his window : set this up with wax 
Upon old Brutus' statue : all this done> 
liepair to Pompey*s porch, where you shall find us« 
Is Decius, and Trebonius, there ? 

Cin, All, but Metellus Cimber ; and he's gone 
To seek you at your house. Well, 1 will hie. 
And so bestow these papers as you bade me. 

Cas, That done, repair to Pompey's theatre. 

[Exit Cinna, 
Come, Casca, you and I will, yet, ere day, 
See Brutus at his house : three parts of him 
Is ours already ; and the man entire. 
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TTpon the next encounter, yields him ours. 

Casca. O, he sits high in all the people's hearts : 
^nd that) which would appear offence in iis^ 
. His countenance^ like richest alchemy, 
'Will change to virtue, and to worthiness. 

Cas» Him, and his worth, and our great need of 
him, 
You have right well conceited. Let us go ; 
For it is after midnight ; and, ere day, 
W^ will awake him^ and be sure of him. 

[ Thunder and Lighining.'^ExiunU 
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Brutus's Garden. 
Thunder and Lightning. 

Enter Brutus* 

Bru. What, Lucius ! ho ! — 
I cannot, by the progress of the stars, 
Give guess how near to day.—- Lucius, I say !-«• 
I would it were my fault to sleep so soundly.— 
When, Lucius, when ? Awake, L say : What, Lucius! 

Enter Lucius, 

Luc. CalPdyou, my lord? 

Bru. Get me a taper in my study, Lucius : 
When it is lighted, come and call me here. 

Ltic. I will, my lord. [Exit Lucius« 

Bru. It must be by his death : and for my part, 
I know no personal cause to spurn at him. 
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But for the geaeral. He would be erown'd :-» 
How that might change his nature, there's the ques* 

tion. 
It is the bright day, that brings forth the adder ; 
And that craves wary walking. Crown himf-v- 

That-,— 
And then, I grant, we put a sting in him. 
That, at his will, he ma^^ do danger with. 
The abuse of greatness is, when it disjoins 
Kemorse from power : And, to speak truth of CaesBiV 
I have not ^nown when his affections sway'd 
More than his reason. But 'tis a common proo^ 
That lowliness is young ambition's ladder. 
Whereto the climber-upward turns his face : 
But, when he once attains the upmost round. 
He then unto the ladder turns his back. 
Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees 
By which he did ascend : So Caesar may ; 
Th^n, lest he may, prevent. And, since the quarrel 
Will bear no colour for the thing he is. 
Fashion it thus ; that what he is, augmented. 
Would run to these, and these extremities : 
And therefore think him as a serpent's egg. 
Which, hatch'd, would, as his kina,,grownii8chiev0U8| 
And kill him in the shell. 

Enter Lucius. 

Luc» The taper bumeth in your closet, sir. 
Searching the window for a flint, I found 
This paper, tlius seaKd up ; and, I am sure. 
It did not lie Xhere when I went to bed. 

Bru. Get you to bed again : it is not day.— 
Is not to-morrow, boy, the ides of March i 

Lice. I know not, sir. 

Bru. Look in the calendar, and bring me word. 

The exhalations, whizadng in the air, 
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Give so much light, that I may read by them. 

[Opens the Paper^ and reaisj 
BrutuSf thou deepest ; a'ooake, and see thysdfi 
ShaU Rome, &c. Speak, strike^ redrew ! 
Brutus f thou sleeps st i avoake . 
Such instigations have been often dropped 
Where I have took them up. 
Shall Rome, &c. Thus must I piece it out>-— 
Shall Rome stand under one man's awe? What! 

Rome ?— 
My ancestors did from the streets of Rome 
The Tarquin drive, when he was called a king««— 
Speak, strike, redress / — Am I entreated then 
To speak, and strike ? O, Rome ! I make thee promisei 
If the redress will follow, thou receivest 
Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus. 

Enter IjUCWS. 

Luc. Sir, March is wasted fourteen days, 

Bru. Tis good. — [Knocking mthout* 

Go to the gate ; somebody knocks^— [Exit Lucius, 

Since Cassius first 

Did whet me against Csesar, I've not slept. 

Between the acting of a dreadful thing 

And the first motion, all the interim is 

Like a phantasma, or a hideous dream : 

The genius and the mortal instruments 

Are then in council; and the state of man. 

Like to a little kingdom, sufiers then 

The nature of an insurrection. 

Enter Luc](us. 

Luc* Sir, 'tis your brother Cassius at the door. 
Who doth desire to see you. 
Bru, Is he alone i 

Luc, No, sir, there are more with him, 
iBru. Do you know them ? 
Luc. No, sir ; 

c 
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Tbey have their faces buried in their cloaks. 
That by no means I may discover them 
By any mark of favour. ^ 

Bru. Let them enter. — ^Exit Lucius. 

They are the faction. O conspiracy J 
Sham'st thou to show thy dangerous brow by nigbti 
When evils are most free ? O, then, by day, 
Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough 
To mask thy monstrous visage ? Seek none, conspi- 
racy; 
Hide it in smiles and affability : 
For, if thou path, thy native semblance on. 
Not Erebus itself were dim enough 
To hide thee from prevention. 

Enter Cassius, JbUawed hy Trebonius, Decius, 
Casca, CiNNA, and Metcllus, with their Jaces 
muffled in their gowns* 

Cas, I think, we are too bold upon your rest : 
Good morrow, Brutus : Do we trouble you ? 

Bru, I have been up this hour ; awake, all night.-^- 
Know I these men that come along with you ? 

Cas, Yes, every man of them ; and no man here 
But honours you : and every one doth wish, 
You had but that opinion of yourself, 
Which every noble Roman bears of j'ou. — 
This is Trebonius. [ They all uncover their Jaces. 

Bru* He is welcome hither. 

Cas* This, Decius. 

Bru. He is welcome too. 

Cas. This, Casca ; this, Cinna ; 
And this, Metellus Cimber. 

Bru. They're all welcome.— 
What watchful cares do interpose themselves 
Betwixt your eyes and nighC ? 

Cas. Shall I entreat a word ? 

[Brutus and Cassius retire, and talk apart. 

Dec. Here lies the east: doth not the day break 
here I 
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Casca. No. 

7Ver. O pardon, sir, it doth; and yon grey linesr^ 
Tliat fret the clouds, are messengers of day 

Casca. You shall confess that you are both de- 
ceived. 
Here, as I point my hand, the sun arises; 
Which is a great way growing on the south. 
Weighing the youthful season of the year. 
Some two months hence, up higher toward the north 
He first presents his fire ; and the high east 
Stands^ as the Capitol, directly hete. 

[Brutus and Cassius advance* 

Bru. Give me your hands all over, one by one. 

Cos. And let us sweaF our. resolution. 

Bru. No, not an oath ; if not the fifths of men. 
The sufferance of our souls, the time's abuse,-— 
If these be motives weak, break offbetimes. 
And every man hence to his idle bed ; 
So, let high-sighted tyranny range on. 
Till each man drop by lottery. But if these. 
As I am sure they do, bear fire enough 
To kindle cowards, and ttf steel with valour 
The melting spirits of women ; then, countrymen, . 
What need we any spur, but our own cause. 
To prick us to redress ? — 
Unto bad causes swear 

Such creatures as men doubt : but do not stain 
The even virtue of our enterprize. 
Nor the insuppressive mettle of our spirits. 
To think, that, or our cause, or our performance^ 
Did need an oath ; when every drop of blood, 
I'hat every Roman bears, and nobly bears. 
Is guilty of a several bastardy, 
If he do break the smallest particle 
Of any promise that hath passM from him. 

Cas. But what of Cicero ? Shall we sound him ? 
I think, he will stand very strong with us. 

Met* Let us not leave him out. 
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Cin. No, by no means. 

Tre. O, let us have liim ; for his silver hairs 
Will purchase us a good opinion, 
And buy men's voices to commend our deeds* 

Bru. O, name him not ; let us not break with him; 
For he will never follow any thing 
That other men begin. 

Cas. Then, leave him out. 

Casca^ Indeed^ he is not fit. 

Dec. Shall no man else be touch'd but only Cssar i 

Cas. Decius, well urged :— I think, it is not meet| 
Mark Antony, so well beloved of Caesar, 
Should Outlive Cs^sai' : We shall find of him 
A shrewd contriver; and, you know, his meanSy 
If he improves them^ may well stretch so far. 
As to annoy us all ; which to prevent. 
Let Antony and Caesar fall together. 

Bru. Our course will seem too bloody, Caius Gas* 
sius, 
To cut the head otf, and then hack the limbs ; 
Like wrath in death, and envy afterwards : 
Let us be sacrificers, but not butchers, Caius. 
We all stand up against the spirit of Caesar ; 
And in the spirit of men there is no blood : 
Oh, that we then could come by Caesar's spirit^ 
And not dismember Caesar ! But, alas, 
Caesar must bleed for it I And, gentle friends. 
Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfully ; 
Let's carve him as a dish fit for the gods, 
Not hew him as a carcass fit for hounds :— • 
And for Mark Antony, think not of him ; 
For he can do no more than Caesar's arm, 
When Caesar's head is o£P. 

Cas. Yet I do fear him i 
For, in the engrafted love he bears to Caesar,— 

Casca, There is no fear in him; let him not die; 
For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter. - 

fC/oci strikes. 
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Bru. Peace ! count the dock. 

Cas> The clock hath stricken three* 

Tre. 'Tis time to part. 

Cos, But it is doubtful yet, 
Whe'r Caesar will come forth to-day, or no; 
For he is superstitious grown of late. 
Quite from the main opinion he held once 
Of fantasy, of dreams, and ceremonies; 
It may be, these apparent prodigies, 
The unaccustom'd terror of this night. 
And the persuasion of his augurers. 
May hold him from the Capitol to-day. 

Dec. Never fear that ^ If he be so resolved(9 
I can o'ersway him ; for he loves to hear 
That unicorns may be betray'd with trees, 
Lions wijth toils, and men with flatterers: 
But, when I tell him, he hates flatterers, 
He says, he does ; being then most flatter'd. 
Let me work ; 

For I can give his humour the true bent; 
And I will bring him to the Capitol. 

Cas^ Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch hire* 

Brtu By the eighth hour : Is tliat the uttermost ? 

Ckisca, Be that the uttermost, and fail not tlien. 

Tre. Caius Ligarius doth bear Caesar hard. 
Who rated him for speaking well of Porapey : 
I wonder, none of you have thought of lum. 

Brtu Now, good Trebonius, go along by him : 
He loves me well, and I have given him reasons ; 
Send him but hither, and Pll fashion him. 

Cas» The morning comes upon us: We'll leave 
you, Brutus >— 
And, friends, disperse yourselves : But, all, remember 
What you have said, and show yourselves true Ro- 
mans. 

Bru. Good gentlemen, look fresh and merrily ; 
Let not our looks put out our purposes ; 
But bear it| as our Roman actors do, 

c2 
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With untired spirits, and formal constancy: 
And so, good-morrovr to you every one« 

lExeuni all but Brutus, tnttfiling their Jmeti 
in their gowns again* 

Enter Poetia, aa they are taking kave ofBavrvtu 

Por* Brutus, my lord ! 

Bru. Portia, what mean you i Wherefore rise yoo 
now? 
It is not for your health, thus to commit 
Your weak condition to the raw cold momiog. 

Por. Nor for yours neither. You've ungently, 
Brutus, 
Stole from my bed : And yesternight, at supper^ 
You suddenly arose, and walkM about. 
Musing, and sighing, with your arms across : 
And, when I ask'd you what the matter was. 
You stared upon me with ungentle looks. 
And, with an angry waflure of your hand^ 
Gave sign for me to leave you i So I did ; 
Fearing to strengthen that impatience 
Which seem'd too much enkindled. Dear my lord, 
Make me acquainted with your cause of grief. 

Bru. I am not well in health, and that is all. 

Por, Brutus is wise, and, were he not in health. 
He would embrace the means to come by it. 

Bru. Why, so I do: — Good Portia, go to bed. 

Por, Is Brutus sick ? 
And will he sieal out of his wholesome bed. 
And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air 
To add unto his sickness ? No, my Brutus ; 
You have some sick offence within your mind| 
Which, by the right and virtue of my place, 
I ought to know of: .And, upon my Knees, 
I charm you, by my once commended beauty. 
By all your vows of love, and that great vow 
Which did incorporate and make us one. 
That you unfold to Yiiei ^outu^S, ^crai Va&Lt^ 
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Why you are heavy ; and what men to-night 
Have had resort to you : for here have been 
Some six or seven, who did hide their faces 
Even from darkness. 

Bnu [^Raising kerJ] ^neel not, gentle Portia. 

Par. I should not need, if you were gentle Brutus^ 
Within the bond of marriage, tell me, BrutuSi 
Is it excepted, I should know no secrets 
That appertain to you ? Am I yourself. 
But, as it were, in sort, or limitation ; 
To keep with you at meals, comfort your bed. 
And talk to you sometimes ? Dwell I but in the sub* 

urbs 
Of your good pleasure ? If it be no more, 
Portia is Brutus' harlot, not his wife. 

Bru. You are my true and honourable wife: 
As dear to me^as are the ruddy drops 
That visit m^ sad heart. 

Por. If this were true, then should I know this se- 
cret. 
I grant, I am a woman ; but, withall, 
A woman that Lord Brutus took to wife : 
I grant I am a woman ; but, withall, 
I a woman well reputed ; Cato's daughter. 
Think you, I am no stronger than my sex. 
Being so fathered and so husbanded ? 
Tell me your counsels, I %irill not disclose them s 
I have made strong proof of my constancy. 
Giving myself a voluntary wound 
Here, in the thigh : Can I bear that with patience^ 
And not my huiu)and's secrets i 

Bru. O, ye gods, 
lender me wort(iy of this noble wife !— 

[Knocking wthotU* 

Hark, hark! one knocks.— 

Jitter Lucius* 

Luc!uS| who is t&at knocks i 

9 



The secrets of my heart. — Leave me with hasti 

[Exit Poi 
I come to him. 

[Thunder and LigJdning.'^Ei 



SCENE III. 



Rome* 



An Apartment in CiESAR's Palace. 

Enter Cjesar. 

Cas. Nor heaven, nor earth, have been at j 
to-night ; 
Thrice hath Calphurnia in her sleep cried out, 
Helpf ho ! Thetf murder Casar /^— Who's withii 

Enter Flavius. 
Fla. Mv lord ? 
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C€es. Cassar shall forth ; The things that threatened 
me, 
Ne^er looked but on my back ; when they shall see 
Tl)e face of Csssar, they are vanish'd. 

Cal, Caesar, I never stood on ceremonies. 
Yet now they fright me. There is one wiUiin^ 
Recounts most horrid visions seen to«nfght : 
Fierce fiery warriors fought upon the clouds. 
Which drizzled blood upon the capitol ; 
The noise of battle hurtled in the air, 
And ghosts did shriek, and gibber in the streets* 
Q« Caesar ! these things are beyond all use. 
And I do fear them. 

Cas* What can be avoided. 
Whose end is purposed by the mighty gods ?-^ 
Cowards die many times before their deaths ; . 

The valiant never taste of death but ohce. 
Of all the wonders that I yet have heard. 
It seems to me most strange that men should £^9Ji^^ 
Seeing that death, a necessary end. 
Will come, when it will come.-** 

Enter Flavius. 

What say the augurers ? 

Fla. They would not have you to stir fdrth tor-day i 
Plucking the entrails of an offering forth, 
They could not find a heart within the beast. 

Cces^ The gods do this in shame of cowardice. 

[Exit FLAVIU9* 
Caesar should be a beast without a heart. 
If he should stay at home to-day for fear : 
No ; Caesar shall go fordu 

Cal, Alas, my lord ! 
Your wisdom is consumed in confidence. 
Do not go forth to-day-c Call it my fear. 
That keeps you in the house, and not your own : 
We'll send Mark Antony to the senate-^house ; 
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And he shall say, you are not well to-day: 
Let nie, upon my knee, prevail in this. 

Cass^ Mark Antony shall say I am not well : 
And^ for thy humour^ 1 will stay at home. — 

Enter Dkcius. 

Here^s Decius ; he shall go and tell them so. 

Dec. Caesar, all hail ! Good morrow, worthy Caesar: 
I come to fetch you to the senate-house. 

CiFi. And you are come in very happy time. 
To bear my greeting to the senators. 
And tell them, that I will not come to-day s 
Cannot, is fal^e ! and, that I dare not, falser; 
I will not come to-day : Tell them so, Decius* 

Cal, Say he is sick. 

CcBS, Shall Caesar send a lie ? 
Have I in conquest stretched mine arm so far. 
To be afeard to tell grey- beards the truth ? 
Decius, go tell them, Caesar will not come. 

Dec, Most mighty Caesar, let me know some cause, 
Lest I be laugh'd at, when I tell them so. 

Cas. The cause is in my will, I will not come : 
That is enough' to satisfy the senate; 
But, for your private satisfaction, 
Because I love you, 1 will let you know. 
Calphurnia here, my wife, stays me at home. 
She dreamt to-night she saw my statue. 
Which like a fountain, with a hundred spouts. 
Did run pure blood ; and many lusty Romans 
Came smiling, and did bathe their hands in it. 
These she applies for evils imminent ; 
And on her knee 
Hath begg'd that I will stay at home to-day. 

Dec, This dream is ail amiss interpreted ; 
It was a viciori fair and fortunate : 
Your statue spouting blood in many pipes. 
In which so many smiling Romans bathed, 
Signitiesi that from you great Rome shall suck 
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Reviving blood ; and that great men shall press 
To you for tinctures, stains, and cognizance : 
This by Calphurnia's dream is signified. 

Cies* And this way have you well expounded it. 

Dec. I have, when you have heard what I can say ; 
And know it now : The senate have concluded 
To give, this day, a crown to mighty CsBsar. 
If you shall send them word you will not come^ 
Their minds may change. Besides, it were a mocl^ 
Apt to be rendered, for some one to say, 
Break up the senate till another time, 
When CiBsar^s xmfe shall meet with better dreams. 
If Csesar hide himself, shall they not whisper, 
io, Ccesar is afraid ? 

Pardon me, Caesar ; for my dear, dear love 
To your proceeding, bids me tell you this ; 
And reason to my love is liable* 

Cas, How foolish do your fears seem now, Cdl- 
phurnia !— • 
I am ashamed that I did yiel^ to them.-^ 
And look, wher^ other iriends are come to fetch me. 

[Exit C/iiiPauRMiA. 

Enter Casca and Brutus« 

Casca. Good morrow, Caesar. 
CiBs, Welcome, Publius Casca*— 
What, Brutus, are you stirr'd so early too ? 
thank you for your pains and courtesy.— - 

Enter Antony. 

See ! Antony, that revels long ©' nights, 
Is notwithstanding up ;— • 
Good morrow, Antony, 

Ant, So to most noble Cassar. 

Cces, Bid them prepare tvithin : 
I aui to blame to be thi^» waited for.<-— 

Enter Cinka, Metkllus, and Trebonius. 
Now, Cinna :— Now, Meteliu8:«-What|Treboniust 
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I have an hour's talk in store for you : 
Be near me, that I may remember you* 

Tre. Caesar, I will i^AHde.'\ And so near will I ht^ 
That your best friends shall wish I had been further, 
Cces. Good friends, go in, and taste soipe wine 
with me ; 
And we^.like friends^ will straightway ffo together. 

[Kstunt auhut Brutus, 
Bru. That every like, is not the same^ O Caesar, 
The heart of Brutus yearns to think upon 1 

lEsii, 



ACT THE THIRD. 

SCENE I. 

Rome* 
A Street near the Capitol. 

flnter the Soothsayer, reading a ScroU* 

Sooth. Cjbs AR, beware of Brutus ; take heed of Cas^ 
$ius ; come not near Casca ; have an eye to Cinna ; 
trust not Trehonius ; mark tvell Metelius Cimher; De^ 
cius loves thee not ; thou hast toronged Caius Ligariusm 
There is but one mind in all these men^ and it is bent 
against Ccesar* If thou be^st not immortal^ look about 
thee ! 

If thou read this> O Caesar, thou may'st live ; 
If not, the flutes with traitors do contrive. 

[He retires a little* 
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Enter Lucics and Pobtia* 

Por* I pr'jTthee, boy, run to the senate-liouse $ 
Stay not to answer me, but get thee gone : 
Why dost thou stay f 

Luc. To know my errand, madam* 

Par. I would have had thee there, and here again^ 
Bre I can tell thee what thou should'st do there,— 

constancy, be strong upon my side ! 

Set a huge mountain 'tween my heart and tongue !— 
Art thou here yet ? 

Luc, Madam, what should I do ? 
Run to the capitol, and nothing else ? 

Far, Yes ; bring me word, boy, if thy lord look 
well; 
For he went sickly forth : And take good note 
What Csiar doth, what suitors press to him.«-« 
Hark, boy ! what noise is that ^ 

Luc. I hear none, madam* 

For, Pr'ythee, listen well : 

1 heard a bustling rumour like a fray, 
And the wind brings it from the capitol* 

Luc, Sooth, madam, I hear nothing. 

Por. [Seeing the Soothsfi^.] Come hither, fellow : 
Which way hast thou been ? 

Sooih, At mine own house, go6d lady. 

Por. Is Caesar yet gone to the capitol > 

Sooth. Madam, not yet ; I go lo take my stand. 
To see him pass on to the capitol. 

Por. Thou hast some suit to Caesar, hast thou not ? 

Sooth, That I have, lady : if it will please Cs^ar 
To be so good to Caesar, as to bear me, 
I shall beseech him to befriend himself. 

Par, Why, know'st thou any harm's intended 
tow'rda him ? 

Sooth, None that I know will be, much that I fear 
may chance. [Esit Sooth satsr. 

For^ I muatgo iii«r-Ah me, hpw w^ a thing 
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The heart of woman is ! — O, Brutus, Brutus, 
The heaven speed thee in thine enterprise !— 
Sure, the boy heard me. — Brutus hath a suit 
That Caesar will not grant. — O, I grow faint !•— 
Kun, Lucius, and commend me to my lord ; 
Say, I am merry ! come to me again. 
And bring me word what he doth say to thee. 

[ExetuU. 

SCENE II. 

I Jlome» 

Tlie Capitol. 

A Flourish of Instruments. 

The Senate sitting. 
C;esar, Anxony, Lepidus, Brutus, Cassius, Cas- 

CA, DeCIUS, MeTELLUS, TkEBONIUS, CINNA9 Se- 

2f ATORS) and others^ discovered. 

Enter the Soothsayer. 

Sooth. Hail, Caesar ! 

Ciss. The ides of March are come. 

JSooth. Ay, Caesar ; but not gone. — Hail ! — Read 
this schedule. 

Dec. Trebonius doth desire you to o'er'>read9 
At your best leisure, this his humble suit. 

Sootk. O, Caesar, read mine first ; for mine's a suit 
That touches Caesar nearer : Read it, great Caesar. 

Cces. What touches us ourself, shall be last served. 
■Sooth. Delay not, Caesar; read it instantly. 

Cas. What, is the fellow mad ? 

Dec, Sirrah, give place. [ExU Soothsayeb* 
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JSnter PopiLius Lenasi* 

Pop* I wish your enterprise to-day may thrive* 

Cas. What enterprise, Popilius ? 

Pop. Fare you well. [Advances to Cjesab* 

JBru. What said Popilius Lenas ? 

Cos. He wish'd to-day our enterprise might thrive* 
I fear our purpose is discovered. 

3ru. Look how he makes to Caesar : Mark him* 

Cos. Casca, be sudden ; for we fear prevention.-* 
Brutus, what shall he done ? If jthis be known, 
Cassius or Caesar never shall turn back ; 
For I will slay myself. 

Bru. Cassiusi be constant : 
Popilius Lenas speaks not of our purposes; 
For, look^ he smiles, and Qaesar doth not diange« 

[Exeunt Trebonius and Antokt. 

Cas, Trebonius knows his time ; for, look you^ 
Brutus, 
He draws Mark Antony out of the way. 

[Metellus advances towards CiESARj 

Dec. Where is Metellus Cimber ? Let him go, 
And presently prefer his suit to Caesar. 

Bru. He is addressed ; press near, and second himJ 

Cas* Casca, you are the first that rears your hand, 

Cas. Are we adl ready? — What is now amiss, 
That Caesar^ and his senate, must redress ? 

Met* Most high, most mighty, and most puissant 
Caesar, 
Metellus Cimber throws before thy seat 
An humble heart ;— [Kneeling. 

Ors. I must prevent thee, Cimber. 
These couchings, and these lowly courtesies. 
Might fire the blood of ordinary men ; 
And turn pre- ordinance, and first decree, 
Jnto the law of children. Be not fond. 
To think that Caesar bears such rebel blood, 
Jbat will be thaw'dirom the true quality 
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With that which melteth fools ; I mean, sweet words 

Low-crooked court'sies, and base spaoiel fiiwniog: 

Thy brother by decree is banishM ; 

If thou dost bend, and pray, and fawn for him, 

1 spurn thee like a cur out of my way. 

Know, Caesar doth not wrong ; nor, without cause. 

Will he be satisfied. 

Met. Is there no voice more worthy than my 
To sound more sweetly in great Caesar's ear. 
For tiie repealing of my bimishM brother i 

Brv. I kiss thy handf, but not in flattery, Csesar; 
Desiring thee, that Pubiiua Cimber may 
Have an immediate freedom of repeaL 

Ca$. What, Brutus ! 

Cas. Pardon, Caesar; Caesar, pardon: 
As low as to thy ibot doth Cassius faO^^ 
To beg enlrancnisement for Publius Cimbdr. 

Cas. I could be well moved, if I were as you; 
If I could pray to move, prayers would move me: 
But I am constant as the northern star^ 
Qf whose true*fixM and restmg quidity 
There is no fellow in the firmament* 
The skies are painted with unnumberM sparksy 
They are all fire, and every one doth shine ; 
But there's but one in all doth hold his place : 
So, in the world : 'Tis furnishM well with men. 
And men are flesh and blood, and apprehensive; 
Yet, in the number, I do know but one 
That unasisailable holds on his rank, 
Unshaked of motion : and, that 1 am he, 
Let roe a little show it, even in this. 
That 1 was constant, Cimber should be banish'd^ 
And constant do remain to keep him so* 

Cin. O Caesar, — 

Cas» Hence ! Wih thou lift up Olympus i 

Dec. Great Caesar, — 

Cas. Poth not Pecius bootless kne^I i 
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Casca. Speak, hands, for me. 

[Metellus lays hold on Cjesam^s robe ;'^ 
Casca stabs C-esar in the neck : — C-ffiSAR 
catches hold of his arm : — He is then stabbed 
by the other Conspirators^ and at last h^ 
Marcus Brutus. 
Cces. Et tu, Brute ?— -Then fall, Caesar.— ipie$. 
B^u, Liberty ! Freedom ! Tyranny is dead ! 
Cas. Run hence, proclain^ it; — cry ^boui the 
streets, 
JUberty, Freedom^ and Enfranchisement ! 

[The Senators and Attendants are reti* 
ring in great cfon/usion. 
Bru. People, and Senators! — Be not affrighted; 
Fly not ; stand still : — Ambition's debt is paid : 
There is no harm intended to ypur persons, 
K.or to no Rpman else :— so tell them, Lenas. 

Cas, Leave us, Popilius ; lest that the people, 
Bushing on us, should do your age some mischief* 
Bru, Do 80 :-^ 

lExeunt PopiLius Lenas and Lefidu.9i 
And let no man abide this deed^ 
But we the doers. 

Enter Tribonius« 

Cas. Where's Antony? 

Tre. Fled to hi^ hou^e amazed : 
Men, wives, and children^ stare, cry out, and run| 
As it were doomsday. 

Bru, Fates ! we'll know your pleasures : — 
That we shall dip we know ; 'tis but the time. 
And drawing days out, that men stand upon. 

Cas. Why, he that cuts off twenty yedrs of life* 
Cuts off so many years of fearing death. 

Bru, Grant that, and then is death a benefit.-— 
On, Romans, on; — 

With hands and swords besmear'd in Cassar's bloodf 
Thus walk we forth, even to the roarket-plac© ; 

D3 
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And, waving our red weapons o'er our heads^ 
Let's nil cry, Peace | Freedom ! and Liberty ! 

Cos. How many ages hencOi 
dhall this ourlofty scene be acted o'er. 
In slates unborn, and accents yet unknown ! 

jPru» How many timps shall Cassar bleed in qtort. 
That now at Ponpey's basb Ues along, 
iSo worthier than the dust ! 

Cos, So oft ad that shall be, 
So often shall ^e knot of us be caird 
The men that gave their country liberty. 

Caifuu What, shall we forth ? 

Cos. Ay, every man aw^y : ^ 
Bratus shall lead ; and we will grace his heels 
With ^e pipst boldesjt 9Xkd best hearts of Rome. 

SfUet Servius, 

^rtL Soft, who comes here i A friend of Antony's, 
Ser* Thus, Brutus, did my master bid me kneel; 
Thus did Mark Antony bid roe fall down : 
And, being prostrate, thus he bade me say : 
Brutus is noble, wise, valiant, and honest ; 
Cassar was mighty, bold, royal, and loving t 
Say, I love Brutus, and 1 honour him : 
Say, I fear'd Csesar, honoured him, and loved him* 
If Brutus will vouchsafe that Antony 
May safely come to him, and be resolved 
^ow Caesar hath deserved to lie in death, 
Mark Antony shall not love Caesar dead 
^o well as Brutus living ; but will follow 
The fortunes and affiiirs of noble Brutus, 
Through the hazards of this untrod state. 
With all true faith. So says my master Antony. 
Bru. Thy master is a wise and valiant Romaic; 
I never thought him worse. 
Tell him, so please l\im come unto this place, 

ge shall be satisfied ^ and, by my honour, 
epart iintouch'd. 
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Ser. ril fetch him presently. [ExU ScRViils; 

^rtf • I know, that we shall have him wdl to friend. 
Cos* I wish we may : but yet have I a mind. 
That fears him much. 

Enter Antony, Servius, and Strato. 

Bru. But here comes Antony.*^ Welconie, Mark 
Antony. 

AnU O mighty Cssar ! Dost thou lie so low ? 
Are all thy conquests, glories, triumphs, spoils. 
Shrunk to this little measure ?.^Fare thee weil.^*^ 
I know not, gentlemen, what you intend. 
Who else must be let blood, who else is rank; 
Jf I myself, there is no hour so fit 
As Csesar's death's hour ; nor no instrument 
Of half that worth, as those your swords, made rich 
With the most noble blood of all this world. 
I do beseech ye, if ye bear me hard, 
Now, whilst your purpled hands do reek and smoker 
Fulfil your pleasure. Live a thousand yearsi 
i shall not find myself so apt to die : 
No place will please me so, no mean of deaths 
As here by Caesar, and by you cut o^ 
The choice and master spirits of this age. 

Bru. O Antony ! beg not your death of ut. 
Though now we must appear bloody and cniel^ 
As, by our hands, and this our present act. 
You see we do ; yet see you but our hands i 
Our hearts you see not, they are pitiful ; 
And pity to the generad wrong of Rome 
Ijath done this deed on Caesar. For your part, ' 
To you our swords have leaden points, Mark AntoAj s 
And our hearts, * 

Of brothers' temper, do receive you in 
With fldl kind love, good thoughts, and reverence. 

Ciis. Your voice shall be as strong as any man% 
Jn the disposing of new digniti^ 

Bru. Only be pataeal liU we have appeascti 
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Hie multitude^ beside themselves with fear. 
And then we will deliver you the cause. 
Why h that did love Caesar when I struck him^ 
Have thus proceeded. 

Ant, I doubjt not of your wisdom. 
Let each man render me his bloody hand : 
First, Marcus Brutus, will I shake with you ;«. 
Next, Caius Cassius, do I take your hand ; — 
Now, Decius, yours ;-^now yours, Metellus ; — 
Yours, Cinna ; — and, my valiant Casca, yours ; — 
Though last, not least in love, yours, good TreboniuSf 
Gentlemen all, — alas ! what snali I say ! 
My credit now stands on such slippery ground. 
That one of two bad ways you must conceit me. 
Either a coward or a flatterer. — 
liiat I did love thee, Caesar, O, 'tis true : 
If then thy spirit look upon us now. 
Shall it not grieve thee, dearer than thy death. 
To see thy Antony making his peace. 
Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes, — 
Most noble, — in the presence of thy corse ? 
Had X as many eyes as thou hast wounds. 
Weeping as fast as they stream forth thy blood. 
It would become me better, than to close 
In terms of friendship with thine enemies. 
Pardon me, Julius !-«-Here wast thou bay'd, brave 

hart! 
Here didst thou fall; and here thy hunters stand, 
Sign'd in thy spoil, and crimson'd in thy death. 
Cas, Mark Antony, — 
Ant, Pardon me, Caius Cassius : 
fhe enemies of Caesar shall say this ; 
Then, in a friend, it is cold modesty. 

Cas* I blame you not for praising Caesar so ; 
But what compact mean you to have with us ? 
Will you be prick'd in number of our friends ; 
Pr shall we on, and not depend on you ^ 
Ant. Therefore I took your hands : but was, indeedi 



SCKKX II.] JULIUS CMBAM, 4S 

Swaj'd from the point, by looking down on Cassar. 
Friends am I with you all, and iove you all ; 
Upon this hopei that you shall give me reasons^ 
Why, and wherein, Cesar was dangerous. 

^ru. Or else were this a savage spectacle : 
Our reasons are so full of good regard. 
That were you, Antony, the son of Caesar, 
You should be satisfied. 

Ant. That's all I seek : 
And am moreover suitor, that I may 
Produce his body to the market-place ; 
And in the pulpit, as becomes a friend^ 
^peak in the order of his funeral. 

Bru. You shall, Mark Antony. 

Cos. Brutus, a word with you.— 
l^Aiide,] You know not what you do : Do not consent^ 
That Antony speak in 4iis funeral : 
Know you how much the people may be noved 
By that which he will utter ? 

Bru. [Aside.] By your p>||rdon :«-« 
I will myself into the pulpit first, 
And show the reason of our Caesar's death: 
What Antony .shall speak, I will protest 
He speaks by leave and by permission ; 
And that we are contented, Caesar shall 
Have all true rites, and lawful ceremonies. 
It shall advantage more, than do us wrong. 

Cms. [Aside.] 1 know not what may fidl ; I like it 
not. 

Bru. Mark Antony, here, take you Caesar's body* 
You shall not in your funeral speech blame us^ 
But speak all good you can devise of Caesar ; 
And say, you do't by our permission ; 
£Ise shall you not have any hand at all 
About his funeral : And you shall sjpe^ 
In the same pulpit whereto I am gomgi 
After m^ speech is endedr 
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Ant. Be it 80 ; 
I do desire no more. 

Bnu Prepare the body then^ and follow lis* 
[Exeunt ail but Antony, Servius, and Strato, 

Ant. Of pardon me, thou bleeding piece of earthy 
That I am meek and gentle with these butchers i 
Thou art the ruins of the noblest man 
That ever lived in the tide of times. 
Woe to the hand that shed this costly blood ! 
Over thy wounds now do I prophesy, — 
Which, like dumb mouths, do ope their ruby lips^ 
To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue,— 
A curse shall light upon the limbs of men ; 
Domestic fury, and fierce civil strife, 
Shall cumber all the parts of Italy ; 
Blood and destruction shall be so in use. 
And dreadful objects so familiar. 
That mothers sliall but smile, when they behold 
Their infants quarter'd with the hands of war ; 
All pity choak'd with custom of fell deeds : 
And Caesar's spirit, ranging for revenge. 
With At6 by his side, come hot from hell. 
Shall in these confines, with a monarch's voice^ 
Cry Havockf and let slip tlie dogs of war ! 
That this foul deed shall smell above the earth 
With carrion men, groaning for burial. — 

Enter Flavius, Clitus, and Attendants* 

News from Octavius Caesar, is it not ? 

Fla. It is, Mark Antony, 

Ant. Caesar did write for him to come to Rome. 

Fla. He did receive his letters, and is coming: 

He writes, that I should say to you, O Caesar !— * 

[Seeing the Body* 

Ant. Thy heart is big; get thee apart and weep^ 
Passion, I see, is catching ; for mine eyes, 
jSeeing those beads of sorrow stand in thine^ 
Began to water. Is Octavius comin|; i 
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JP//X. He lies to«night within seven leagues of Rome. 

Ant. Post off with speed, and tell Imn what hatJi 
chanced.—- 
Yet, stay a while ; 

Thou shalt not back, till I have borne this corse 
Into the market-place : there shall I try. 
In my oration, how the people take 
The cruel issue of these bloody men ; 
According to the which, thou shalt discourse 
To young Octavius of the state of things.— 
Comci bring the body on. 

[^Exeunt with CiESAR's Body. 



SCENE in. 



Rotne* 



A Street* 

Enter Cinna, xxjith the Cap of Liberty^ a Thr(nig cf 
Plebeians, — Bkutus, Cassius, Casca, ITrebo- 
Nius, Decius, Metellus, rxfith their Swords 
drawn, — and another Throng o/* Plebeians. 

Alt the Pie. We will be satisfied ; let us be satisfied* 
Bru» Then follow me, and give me audience^ 
friends.— 

Cassius, go you into the other street, 

And part the numbers.-— 

Those that will hicar me speak, come to the Forum. 
Cos. Those that will follow Cassius^ go with me; 

And public reason shall be rendered 

Of Cassar's death. . 
•iScv^ra/Pife* Wi^WiUliearfirutui speak; . 
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Scffiral Pie. We will hear Casslus. 

lExemU Cinna and BauTUS iMfA ikegr^^ 
part of the Plebeians^ — Camius, and 4l 
atker Conspjlrators, toith tke rat tfikm: 



SCKNB IV. 



Rome. 



The Forum. 

Enter a JTirong c^Flebeiavs^ Brutus, and another 

Crotuflf ^Plebeians. 

[Brutus goes into the Rostrum.] 

All the Pie. Silence ! silence ! 

2 PU. The noble Brutus is ascended : — Silence ! 

Bru. Be patient till the last — Romans^ country* 
men, and lovers ! hear me for my cause ; and be si« 
lent, that you may hear ; believe me for mine ho-, 
nour; apd hiive respect to mine honour^ that you 
may believe: censure me in your wisdom; and 
awake your senses, that you may the better judge. 
If there be any in this assembly, any dear friend of 
Cflesar'Sy to him I say, that Brutus' love to Caesar 
was no less than hi^ If then that friend demand, 
why Brutus rose against Caesar, this is my answer ; — 
Not that I loved Cffisar less, but that I loved Rome 
more. Had you rather Caesar were living, and die 
all slaves, than that Caesar were dead, to live all free 
men? AsCass^r loved me, 1 weep fur him; as he 
was fortunate, I rejoice at it; as he was valiant, I 
honour him ; but, as he was ambitious, I slew him t 
There is tears fi>jr b s love \ joy, for bia fortune ; ho* 
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Bour, for hk valour; and deatby for his ambition. 
Who IS here so base^ that would be a bondman ? If 
mff speak; for him have I offended. Who is here 
lo rude, that would not be a Roman i If any, speak; 
for him have I offimded. Who is here so vile, that 
will not love his country ? If any, speak ; for him 
have I offended. I pause for a reply. 

All the Pie. None, Brutus, none. 

Bru. Then none have I offended.-— I have done no 
more to Caesar, than you shall do to Brutus. The 
question of his death is enrolled in the Capitol i his 
glory not extenuated, wherein he was worthy; nor his 
ofiences entbrced, for which he suff&r'd death. 

jiUthePle. Brutus! Brutus! Brutus! 

1 Pie, Bring him with triumph home onto hb 

house :— 
Give him a statue with his ancestors. 

2 Pie. Let him be Csesar* 

All the Pie. Brutus! Brutus! Brutus I-— 
Bru. My countrymen,— 
2 Pie. Peace ; silence ! Brutus speaks. 
Bru. Here comes Caesar's body moum'd by Mark 
Antony,-— 

Either Guards, bearing CifiSAR's Bodj^ on a HeMr$e0 
Amtomy, Servius, Strato, and Clitus. 

Good countrymen, let me withdraw alone ; 
1 do entreat no roan of you will stir; 
But, for my sake, stay here with Antony, 
Do gr^ce to Cesar's corse; and grace his speech 
Tending to CsD^ar's gloriesi which Mark Antony, 
By our permission, is aliow'^l to make. 

{Brutus leaves the Rostrum. 
With this I depart,— That, as 1 slew my best lover 
for the good of Home, 1 have the same dagger ff^ 
myself, when it shall {4ea8e my country to need mj 
death. [jSxit Brutuis. 

AU the Pie. Iavo, Bmfvsl live 4 life! 
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■ 1 Pk. Stay, ho ! and let us hear Mark Antony* 
ArUi, For Brutus' sake, I am beholden to you. 

[Antony goes into the Rostrmk 
2 Pie. What does he say of Brutus i 

1 Ple» He says, for Brutus' sake, 
He 6nds himself beholden to us all. 

2 Pie. 'Xveere best he speak no harm of Brutos 

here. 

1 Pie. This Caesar wa& a tyrant. 

2 Pk* Nay, that's certain : 

We are bless'd that Rome is rid of him. 
, Ani. You gentle Romans, — 

All the Pie. Peace, ho I let us hear him. 

Ant. Friends, Romans, pountrymen, lend me your 
ears; 
I come to bury Caesar^ not to praise him. 
The evil that men do lives afler them ; 
The good is oft interred with their bones ; 
So let it he with Caesar. The noble Brutus 
Hath told you, Caesar was ambitious : 
If it were so, it was a grievous fault ; 
And grievously hath Caesar answer'd it. 
Here, under leave of Brutus, and the rest,— - 
'(For Brutus is an honourable man, 
So are they all, all honourable men), — 
Come I to speak in Caesar's funeral. 
He was my friend, faithful and just to me : 
But Brutus says, he was ambitious ; 
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
He hath brought many captives home to Rome, 
Whose ransoms did the general coffers fill : 
Did this in Caesar seem ambitious ? 
When that the poor have cried, Caesar hath wept : 
Aiqbition should be madp of sterner stuff: / 

Yet; Brutus says, he was ambitious; 
And Brutus is an honourabie man. 
You all did see, that, on the Lupercal, 
I thrice prcisented hi{n ^ kinglyrj:i;own^ 
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Which he did thrice refuse. Was this amhition i 

Yet Brutus says> he was ambitious ; 

ilndy sure^ he is an honourable man. 

I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke. 

But here I am to speak what I do know* 

You all did love him once, not without cause ; 

What cause withholds you then to mouni for him i 

O judgment^ thou art ded to brutish beasts. 

And men have lost their reason !• — Bear with me ^ 

My heart is in the coffin there with Caesar^ 

And I must pause till it come back to me> [Ifeeps, 

1 Fie. Methinks there is much reason in his say- 

ings; 
If thou consider rightly of the matter, 
Cecsar has had great wrong. 

2 Pie. Mark'd ye his words ? He would not take 

the crown ; 
Therefore, 'tis certain, he was not ambitious. 

1 Pie. There's not a nobler man in Rome than 

Antony, 

2 Pie. Poor soul ! his eyes are red as fire with 

weeping. 

3 Pie* Now mark him, he begins again to speak. 
AnU But yesterday, the word of Caesar might 

Have stood against the world : now lies he therep 
And none so poor to do him reverence. 

masters ! if I were disposed to stir , 
Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 

1 should do Brutus wron^, and. Cassius wrong* 
Who, you all know, are honourable men i 

2 will not do them wrong; I rather choose 

To wrong the dead, to wrong myself, and you. 

Than I will wrong such honourable men. 

But here's a parchment, with the seal of Cssar, 

1 found it in his closet, 'tis his will : 

Let but the commons hear this testament, — 

Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read,— 

>^nd they would go and kiss dead Caesar's woundsi 
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And dip their napkins in his sacred blood; 
Yea, beg a hair of him fjr memory^ 
And, dying, mention it within their wiUs^ 
Bequeathing it, as a rich legacy^ 
Unto their issue. 

2 Pie VV^e'll hear the will : Read it, Mark Antony. 

Ji/MePfe. The will, the will! we will hear CsMar^s 
will. 

Ani. Have patience, gentle friends : I must notr 
read it ; 
It is not meet you know how Caesar loved yon. 
You are not wood, you are not stoneSi hot meni 
And, being meq, hearing the will of Cassar, 
It will inflame you, it will make you mad ; 
'Tis ff ood you know not that you are his heirs ; 
For, if you should* O, what would come of it ! 

1 Pie. Read the will; we will hear it; Caesar's 

wiU! 
Ant. Will yoa be patient? Will you stay a while if 
I have o'ershot myself, to tell you of it. 
I fear, I wrong the honourable men, « 
Whose daggers have stabb'd Caesar : T do fear it* 

2 Pie. rhey were traitors : HonouraUe men I 
Alt the Pie. The will ! the testament ! 

Ant. You will compel me then to read the willf 
Then, make a ring about the corpse of Cae^sar, 
And let me show you him that made the will* 
Shall i descend ? And will you give me leave ? 

2 P/e. Descend : you shall have leave. 

All the Pie. Come down, come down I 

[Antony quits the Rostrunu 

1 Pie. Boom for Mark Antony ; — most noble An« 
tony! 

All the Pie. Stand back { room ! bear back ! 

Ant. If you have tears, prepare to shed them now* 
You all do know this mantle : I remember 



The first time ever Caesar put it on ; 
^Twas on a summer's evening, in his 



tenti 
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That day he overcame the Nervit :•— 

Look ! in this place, ran Cassius' dagger through r 

See, what a rent the envious Casca made : 

Through this, the well-beloved Brutus stabb'd; 

Andy as he plucked his cursed steel away, 

Mark how the blood of Caesar followed it, 

As rushing out of doors, to be resolved 

If Brutus so unkindly knocked, or no ! 

For Brutus, as you know, was Caesar's angel : 

Judge, O you gods, how dearly Caesar loved him! 

This was the most unkindest cut of all : 

For, when the noble Caesar saw hira stab. 

Ingratitude, more strong than traitors' arms, 

Quite vanquished him: then burst his mighty heart; 

And, in his mantle muffling up his face. 

Even at the base of Pompey's statue. 

Which all the while ran blood, great Caesar fell* 

O, what a fall was there, my countrymen 1 

Then I, and you, and all of us fell down, 

"Whilst bloody treason flourished over us.-r- 

O, now you weep ; and, I perceive, you feel 

The dint ofpity : these are gracious drops. ' 

Kind souls ! What, weep you, when you but behold 

Our Caesar's vesture wounded ? Look you here, 

Here is himself, marred, as you see, with traitors^' 

1 Pie, O piteous spectacle ! 

2 Pie. O noble Cassar ! 

3 Pie. O woeful day! 

4 Pie. O traitors, villains ! 

* 2 Pie. We will be revenged! revenge; about,— « 
seek, — burn, — fire, — kill, — slay! — ^let not a traitor 
Jive. 

Jnl. Stay, countr3rmen. 

1 Pie. Peace there ! — Hear the noble Antony. 

2 Pie. We'U hear him, we'U follow him, we'll die 
with him! 

Jnt. Good friends^ sweet friends, let me not £^ir 
you up 

s 
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To sach a sudden flood of mutiny. 

They, that have done this deed, are honound>Ie: 

What private griefs they have, alas, I kn6w not, 

lliat made them do it : Uiey are wise and h(Muiuriibk; 

And will, no doubt, with reasons answer you. 

I come not, friends, to steal away your hearts : 

I am no orator, as Brutus is; 

But, as you know, me all, a plain blunt man. 

That love my friend : and that they know fiiU wd 

That gave me public leave to speak of him ; 

For 1 have neither wit, nor words, nor worthy 

Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech^ 

To stir men's blood : I only speak right on ; 

I tell you thatf which you yourselves do know ; 

Show you sweet Csesar's wounds^ poor, poor dumb 

mouths, 
And bid them speak for me : But, were I Brutus, 
And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
Would ruffle up your spirits, and put a tongue 
In every wound of Caesar, that should move 
The stones of Rome to rise and mutiny. 

AU the Pie. We'll mutioy! 

2 Pie. We'll bum the house of Brutus. 

1 Pie. Away then, come, seek the conspirators. 
Ant Yet hear me, countrymen ; yet hear me speak. 
All the Pie. Peace, ho I 

AfU. VVhy , friends, you go to do you know not what ; 
Wherein hath Caesar thus deserved your love&^ 
You have forgot the wUi I told you of. 

2 Pie. Most true j— the will ; — let's stay and hear 

the will. 

Ant. Here is the will, and under Caesar's seaL 
To every Roman citizen he gives, 
To every several man, seventy-iive drachmas. 

2 Pie* Most noble Caesar! — we'll revenge his death. 

Ant. Hear me with patience. 

AU the Pie. Peace, ho I 

Ant. Moreoveri he hath left you all hil walks^ 
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His private arbours, and new-planted orchardsi 
On tnis side Tyber ; he hath left them jou, 
And to your heirs for ever. 
To walk abroad, and recreate yourselves. 
Here was a Ca»ar ; When conies such another i 

2 Pie. Never, never : — Come, away, away: 
We'll bum his body in the holy place. 

And, with the brands, fire the traitors' houses^ 
Take up the body. 
IJTie^ raise the hearse on tohieh Cjesar's Body lies, 
1 Pie. Go, fetch fire. — ^Pluck down benches,— « 

3 Pie. Pluck down forms, windows, any thing. 

4 Pie. Come, brands, ho ! fire-brands. 

1 Pie. To Brutus', to Cassius' ; bum all ! 

2 Pie. Some to Decius' hbuse, and someto Casca's, 

5 Pie. Some to Trebonius'. 
All the Pie. Away ; go. 

lExeuiU the Plebeians, bearing CissAR's Body, 
with great twite and tumuU* 
Ant. Now let it work :— Mischief, thou art afoot. 
Take thou what course thou wilt !— How now, fellow { 

Enter Flavius hastily. 

' PUu Sir, Octavius is already come to Rome. 

AnU Where b he ? 

FUi. He and Lepidus'are at Caesar's house. 

Ant. And thither will I straight to visit him : 
He comes upon a wbh. Fortune is meny. 
And, in this mood, will give us any thing. 

Fla. I heard him say, Brutus and Cassius 
Are rid like madmen through the gates of Rome. 

Ant. Belike, they had some notice of the peopfef 
How I had moved them. Bring me to Octavius. 

lExeuni^ 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE U 

» 

A Plain near Sardis. 

The Camp ofBruius* 
A Flourish ofTrumpei^f 

[BiiUTUs> VarrO) Lucius^ and others, toithout,] 

Bru> Stand here. — Give the word^ ho ! and stand* 
Van Stand! 
Luc. Stand! 

Enter Brutus, Varro, Lucius, an Eaglef LictorSi 
Sfc* meeting Metellus and Pindarus* 

Bru. What now, Metellus ? Is Cassius near i 

Met. He is at hand ; and Pindarus is come 
^ To do you salutation from his master. 

[Pindarus gives a Letter to Brutus. 

Bru. He greets me well — Your master, Pindari|s, 
In his own change, or by ill officers, 
Hath given me some worthy cause to wish 
Things done, undone : but, if he be at; hand, 
I shall be satisfied. 

Pin. I do not doubt. 
But that ray noble master will appear 
guch ?^ he is, full of regard and honour. 

firu. He is not doubted— [JSjr/rFi^DARUS. 
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A word, Metellus: 

How he received you, let me be resolved. 

Met* With courtesy, and with respect enough; 
But not with such familiar instances, 
Kor with such free and friendly conference 
As he hath used of old. ^ 

Bru. Thou hast described 
A hot friend cooling : Ever note, Metellus^ 
IVhen love b^ns to sicken and decay. 
It usetb an enforced ceremony. ^ 

iThere are no tricks in plain and simple fidth : 
But hollow men, like horses hot at hmd, 
Make gallant show and promise of their mettle; 
But, when they should endure the bloody spur. 
They fall their crests, and, like deceitful jades. 
Sink in the trial.^ — \^A ditiant iound tfTrumptU*. 
Comes his army on i 

Met. They mean this night in Sardis to be quar* 
ter'd ; 
The greater part, the horse in general. 
Are come with Cassius. {Trumpets sound nearer^ 

Bru. Hark, he is arrived. 

[Cassius, Trebomius, TitikiuSi Pinoarvs» 
and others, teUbout* 

Cos. Stand, hoi 

Tre. Stand. 

Tii. Stand. 

Fin. Stand. % 

Enter Cassius, Trebonius, Titikius, Findarus^ 

an Eagle, Lictors, S^c. 

Cos. Most noble brother, you have done me wrong. 

Bru. Judge me, you gods! Wrong I mine ene<" 
mies^ 
Andy if not so, how should I wrong a brother ? 

Cos. Brutusi this sober form of yours hides wrongs} 
And when you do them,— 

Mnu Cassius^ be content s 
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speak jour griefs sofdy,-— I Jo know you well :^ 
Before the eyes of both our armies here* 
Which should perceive nothiog but Iotc from us^ 
Let us not wrangle : Bid them move away ; 
Then, in my tent, Cassius, enlarge your griefi^ 
And 1 will give you audience. 
Cos, PindaruSy 
, Bid our commanders lead their charges off 
A little from this ground. 

[ExeuiU PiNDARuSy Eagle, LiCTORS, fyu 
Bru. Metellus, do the like : — 

[Exeunt Mztellu^, Eagle, LicToas^ l^c* 
And let no man 

Come to our tent| till we have done our conference. 

[Flourish of Trumpets. — ExeuMf. 



ISCENE II. 

The Tent ofBruius. 

A Table, Papers, Chairs, Cushions, S^c* 
Enter Cassius and Brutus. 



\^ 



# 



Cas. That you have wrongM me, doth appear Li 
th;$ : 
You have condemned and noted Lucius Pellay 
For taking bribes here of the Sardians ; 
^yhcrein, my letters, praying on his side, 
Because I knew the man, were slighted oft 

Bru, You wrong'd yourself, to write in such a 
case. 

Cas, In such a time as this, it is not meet 
That every nice offence should bear his comment. 

Jiru. L.t me tell you, Cassius, you yourself 
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A.re much condetnn*d to have an itching palm ; 
To sell and mart your offices for gold 
Ta andefiervers. , 

Cas,' ly an itching palm ! — 
You know that you are Brutus that speak this» 
Or, by the gods, this speech were else your la^t. 

Bru, Tlie name ofCassius honours this corruption, 
Aifd chastisexhent doth therefore hide his head. 

Cas, Chastisement ! 

Bru. Remember March^ — the ides of March re- 
member! 
Did not great Julius bleed for justice' sake ? 
What tiltain touch'd his body, that did stab. 
And not for justice ^ What, shall one of us, 
Tkit struck the foremost man of ail this world. 
But for supporting robbers, — shall we now 
Contaminate our fingers with base bribes, 
And sell the mighty space of our large honours 
For so much tra^h, as may be grasped thus I 
I had rather be a dog, and bay the moon. 
Than such a Roman. 

Ceu, Brutus, bay not me ; 
I'll not endure it : I am a soldier, I, 
Older in practice, abler than yourself 
To make conditions. 

Bru. Go to ; you're not, Cassius. 

Cas. I am. 

Bru. I say, you are not. 

Cas* Urge me no more : I shall forget myself; 
Have mind upon your health, tempt me no further* 

Bru. Awxiy, slrght man ! 

Cas, Is't possible ? — 

Bru* Hear me, for I will speak.-— 
Must 1 give way and room to your rash cholcr ? 
Shall I be frighted, when a madman stares ? 

Cas, Ye gods ! ye gods ! Must I endure all this ? 

Bru. AW this? ay, ibori^.-^Fret, till your proud 
heart break.-^ 






60 JVLIUS CMBAtL. (ACT IT. 

Go, show your slaves how choleric you are^ 
And make your bondmen tremble : Must I budge { 
Must I observe you i Must I stand and crouch 
Under your testy humour ?— •By the gods. 
You shall digest the venom of your spieen» 
Though it do split you; for, from this day forth, 
I'll use you for my mirth, — ^yea, for my iaughter|««i 
When you are waspish. 

Cos. Is it come to this i 

Bru. You say, you are a better soldier: 
Let it appear so ; make your vaunting true. 
And it shall please me well : for mine own part^ 
I shall be glad to learn of noble men. 

Cos. You wrong me, every way you wrong nii| 
Brutus; 
I said, an elder soldier, not a better : 
Did I say better ? 

Bru. If you did, I care not. 

Cos. When Caesar lived, he durst not thus have 
moved me. 

Bru. Peace, peace : you durst not so have tempted 
him. 

Ca$, I durst not ? 

Bnu No. 

Cos* What ? durst not tempt him ? 

Bru. For your life, you durst not. 

Cas. Do not presume too much upon my love ; 
I may do that I shall be sorry for. 

Bru. You have done that you should be sorry for* 
There is no terror, Casslus, in your threats;. 
For I am arm'd so strong in honesty. 
That they pass by rae as the, idle wind 
Which I respect not. I did send to you 
For certain sums of gold, which you denied me ; 
For I can raise no money by vile means : 
By heaven, I had rather com my heart. 
And drop my blood for drachmas, than to wring 
From the hard hands of peasants their vile trash, 
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By any indirection. I did send 
To you for gdd to pay my legions. 
Which you denied me : Was that done likeCassius? 
Should I have answered Caius Cassias so f 
When Marcus Brutus grows so covetous. 
To lock such rascal counters from hb friends. 
Be ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts, 
Dash him to pieces ! 
Cos. I denied you not* 
JBru. You did. 

Cos. I did not : — ^he was but a fool 
That brought my answer back. — Brutus hath liveA 

my heart : 
A friend should bear his friend's infirmities^ 
But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 
Bru. I do not, till you practice them on me. 
Cos* You love me not. 
Bru. I do not like your faults. 
Cas. A friendly eye could never see such ^ulta. 
Bru. A flatterer's would not> though they do appear 
As huge as high Olympus. 

Cos. Come, Antony^ and, young OctavioSf come 
Bevenge yourselves alone on Cassius; 
For Cassius is aweary of the world : 
Hated by one he loves; braved by his brother; 
Cbeck'd like a bondman : ail his faults observed. 
Set in a note-book, leam'd, and conn'd by rote. 
To cast into my teethi O, I could weep 
My spirit from mine eyes'!— •There is my dagger^ 
And here my naked breast; within^ a heart 
Dearer than Plutus' mine, richer than gold : 
If that thou be'st a Roman, take it forth; 
I, that denied thee gold/ will give my heart: 
Strike, as thou didst at Caesar : for, I know, 
When thou didst hate him worst, thou lov'dst him 

better 
Than ever thou lov'dst Cassius. 
Bru. SbeAIhe your d^^B^* 
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Be angry when you will, it shall have scope ; 
Do what you will, dishonour shall be humour. 
O Cassius, you are yoked with a lamb 
That carries anger, as the flint bears fire ; 
Who, much entorced, shows a hasty spark. 
And straight is cokl again. 

Cas. Hath Cassius lived 
To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus, 
When grief, and blood ill-temper'd, vexeth him ? 

Bru» When I spoke that, 1 was ill-temper'd too. 

Cas, Do you confess so much i Give me your hand^ 

£ru. And my heart too. 

Cas, O Brutus ! — 

Bru. What's the matter ? 

Cas. Have not you love enough to bear with me,. 
When that rash humour which my mother gave me^ 
Makes me forgetful ? 

Bru, Yes, Cassius ; and henceforth. 
When you are over-earnest with your Brutus, 
He'll think your mother chides, and leave you so.— « 
Metellus and Titinius 1 

Enter Titinius and Metellus. 

Bid the commanders 

Prepare to lodge their companies to-night. 
Cas. And come yourselves, and bring TreboniuS' 
with you, 
Immediately to us. 

[Exeunt Titinius and Metellus* 
BrA. Lucius!-* 

Enter Lucius. 

A bowl of wine. [Exit Lucius. 

Cas, 1 did not think you could have been so angry^ 

J^ru. Oy Cassius, 1 am sick of many griefs. 

Cas, Of your philosophy you make no use. 
If you give place* to accidental^ evils. 

Bru, Nomaabear&£Qrfawhetlef.;T^$^QrtiA4l4^A4t 
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Cas. Ha! Portia? 
Brti* She is dead. 

Cas, How 'scaped I killing, when I cros8*d you 
ao? — 

insupportable and touching loss !— 
Upon wnat sickneiBs ? 

Bru. Impatient of my absence, — 
And grief, that young Octavius with Mark Antony . 
Have made themselves so strong ;— for with her death 
That tidings came ; with this she fell distract. 
And, her atte/ndants absent, swallow'd fire^ 

Cos, And died so ? 

Bru, Even so* 

Cas, O ye immortal gods 

Enier Lucius, irnth a Taper^ — and Varro, mth a 
Jar of Wine and a Goblet. 

[Lu.cius places ike Taper oh the Tabky and 
takes the Jar from Varro. 
Bru. Speak no more of her.— Give me a bowl of 
witae :-r- 
In this I bury all unkindness, Cassi.us {DrvnJts. 

Cas, My heart is thirsty for that noble pledge :-— 
Fill, Lucius, till the wine o'erswell the cup ; 

1 cannot drink too much of Brutus' love. [2>?^Ji 

\Exeunt Varro and Lucius, 

lEmier Titikius, Trebonius, and Met^llus. 

« 

Bi'u. Come in, Titinius ; — Welcome, good Trebo* 
nius.— - 
Now sit we close about this taper here. 
And call in question our necessities. 

[Trebonius, Titinius, and Metellus nt. 
Cas. Portia, art thou gone ? 
Bru. No more, I pray you.— 

[Brutus and Cassius siU 
Trebonius, I have here received letters. 
That young Octavius and Mark Antony 
Come down upon us with a mighty ^oyi^x^ 
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Bending their expedition tovirards PbiIipt>L 

Tre. Myself have letters of the self-same tenoor. 
Bnu With what addition ? 
' Tre. That, by proscription, and bills of outlawry^ 
Octavios, Antony, and Lepidus 
Have put to death a hundred senators. 

Bru. Therein our letters do not well agree ; 
Mine speak of seventy senators that died 
By their proscriptions,«-Cicero being one. 
Cos. Cicero one? 
Tre. Ay, Cicero is dead. 
And by tlmt order of proscription.— 
Brutus, had you your letters from your wkSi i 
Bru. No, Trebonius. 
Tre. Nor nothing in your letters writ of her I 
Brm. Nothing, l^ebonius. 
Tre. That, methinks, is strange. 
Bru. Why ask you ? Hear you aught of her ia 

yours i 
Tre. No, Brutus. 
Brti. [Rises*'} Now, as you are a Roman, tell me 

true. 
Tre. [Rises.] Then, like a Roman, bear the truth I 
tell ; 
For certain, she is dead, and by strange manner. 
Bnu Why, farewell, Portia ! — 

[The2/ all rise, and advance. 
We must die, Trebonius : — 
With meditating that she must die once, 
I have the patience to endure it now. 
Cas. £yen so great men great losses should en- 
dure. — 
I have as much of this in art as you ; 
But yet my nature could not bear it so. 

Bru. Well, to our work aiive. — What do you think 
Of marching to Philippi presently i 
Cas. I do not think it good, 
Bru Your reason i 



Cas. This it ii : 
'Tis better, that the enemy seek us ; 
So shall he waste his means, wearj his soldiers^ 
Doing himself offence ; whilst we, lying stilly 
Are full of rest, defence, and nimbleness. 

Briu Good reasons must, of force, give place te 
better. 
The people, 'twixt Philippi and this ground^ 
Do stand but in a forcea affection ; 
For they have grudged us contribution : 
The enemy, marching along by them, 
By them shall make a fuller number up. 
Come on refreshed, new-added, and encouraged: 
From which advantage shall we cut him off, 
. If at Philippi we do.face him therci 
These people at our back. 

Cias, Hear me, good brother,— 

Bru* Under your pardon :— -You must note besid^. 
That we have tried the utmost of our friends. 
Our legions are brim-full, our cause is ripe: 
The enemy increaseth evenr day ; 
We, at the height, are teady to decline. 
There is a tide in the afiairs of men, 
'Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune ; 
Omitted, all the voyage of their life 
Js bound in shallows, and in miseries. 
On such a full sea are we now afloat ; 
And we must take the current when it serves^ 
Or lose our ventures. 

Cas» Then, with your will, go on ; 
We'll along ourselves, and meet them at Philippi. 

Briu The deep of night is crept upon our talk^ 
And nature must obey necessity.-— 
There is no more to «ay ? 

Ca$* No more. — Good night : ^ 

J)arly to-morrow will we rise, and hence. 

Bru. Luciusj my gown. — Farewell, good Treb9^ 
wus; 

y2 



JVUUI CJMUU [Mm Ih 

Good night. Titinius »— Noble, noUe Catdus, 
Good night» and good repose. 

Cas^ 5 my dear brother s 
This was an ill beginning of the night : 
Never come such division 'tween our soula! 
Let it nol, Brutus. 

Bnu Every thing is well— ^ 
Good nigbtf good Mother :— Farewrily erery one^ 
[BxiwU CAWiirSy Titinius, T&bbohius^— 
and Mbtkllus. 

Enter Lucius tdth a Gcnnh and BooL 

Give me my book. [Lucius giocs tie Book 

Where is tny instrument I 

Luc. Here in the tent. [QaesJ^ his Lide, 

Bru. What, thou speak'st drowsily ? 
Poor knave, 1 blame thee not ; thou art o'erwatdi'd* 
Call Varro^ and some other of my iriends ; 
ril have them sleep on cushions m my tent. 

Luc. MetellusI Varro! 

Enter Metkllus and Varro. 

Bru* I pray you, sirs, lie in my tent, and sleep; 
It may be, I shall raise you by and by 
On business to my brother Cassius. 

Met. So please you, we will stand, and watch your 
pleasure. 

Bru. I will not have it so, lie down, good sirs s 
It may be, I shall otherwise bethink me.— - 

[Metellus and Varro retire^ and lie dotonm 
Can'st thou hold up thy heavy eyes awhile, 
^And touch thy instrument a strain or two i 

Luc. Ay, my lord, an it please you* 

Bru. It does, my boy : 
I trouble thee too much; but thou art willing. 

Luc. It is my duty, sir. 

Bru. I should not urge thy duty past thy might ;: 
I know, young bloods look* for a time <tf fest. 
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f I do live I win be geod to thee.-— 

[Lucius be^ns to play^ but soan^/blh adeep^ 
rhis ii a mournful tune. — O murd'rous slumber ! 
La3r'8t thou thy leaden mace upon my boy, 
That plays the music? — Gentle knave, eood night: 
[ will not do thee so much wrong to wake thee«— - 
[f thou dost nod, thou break'st thy instrument; 
['11 take it from thee : So, — good boy, good night !— 
Let me see, let me see :— ^Is not the leaf tumM down. 
Where I left reading I Here it is, I think. 

Enter the Ghost qfCmsABm 

How ill this taper bums !— Ha ! who comes here ? 
I think, it is the weakness of mine eyes 
That shapes this monstrous apparition.-^ 
It comes upon me : — Art thou any thing? 
Art thou some god, some angel, or some devil. 
That mak'st my blood cold, and my hair to stare i 
Speak to me, what thou art. 

Ghost, Thy evil spirit, Brutus* 

Bru, Why com'st thou ? 

Ghost. To tell thee, thou shalt see me aft Philippi. 

Bru. Well; 
Then I shall see thee again? 

GhosL Ay,-^t Philippi. IGhbst vanishes. 

Bru. Why, I will see thee at FhiHppt then.— 
Now I have taken heart, thou vanishest : 
HI spirit, I would hold more talk with thee.— 
Lucius !— -Metellns !— Varro !— Sirs, awake ! 

M9t. My lord !— 1 

Luc My lord! — > Togethery^^-^vancing. 

Var. My lord!— 3 

Bru. Whv did you sd cry out, sirSi in your sleep ? 

Met. Did we, my lord ? 

Bnu Ay : Saw you any thing ? 

Met. No, my lord ; I saw nothing. 

jBnu Go; and comouend me to my brother Cassius i 
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Bid him set on his powers betimes beforey I ^^ 

And we wiilibljow. [Exemt* | f; 

i 
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ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCENE I* 



The plains ofPfiiUppu 

A Flourish of Trumpets, 

Enter Antony, Octavius, Flavius, Clitus, 
Strato, Standards^ S. P. Q. R», Golden EagleSy 
LicTORs, and Guards. 

OcU Now, Antony, our hopes are answer'd : 
You said, rhe qnemy would not come downi 
But keep thp hills and upper regions : 
It proves not so : their battles are at hand ; 
They mean to warn us at Philippi here. 
Answering before we do demand of them. 

AnU Tut, I am in their bosoms, and I know 
Wherefore they do it ; they could be content 
To visit other places ; and come down ^ 

^ith fearful bravery, thinking, by this face. 
To fasten in our thoughts that they have courage \ 
]Put ^tis not so. 

Enter Serviu^^ 
&r. Prepare ypu, generals : 
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The enemy comes on in gallant show ; 
Their bloody sign of battle is hun^ out, 
-And sometmng to be done immediately. 

Ant Octavius, lead your battle softfy on^ 
Upon the left hand of the even field. 

Oct, Upon the right hand I, keep thou the left. 

Ant* Why do you cross me in this exigent i 

Oci, I do not cross you; but I will do so. 

[A Flourish qf Trunks* 

EaUer Cassius, Brutus, Trbbonius, Metbllus, 
TiTiNius, PiND AKU% Eusign ofBaitiCf Standards^ 
S. P. Q. R.^ Sili9er Eagles, Lictohs, andGuAKDU 

BrtL They stand, and would have parley.-— 
Words before blows : Is it so, coimtrymen ? 
Oc^, Not that we love words better, as you do. 
* J9m. Good words are better than bad strokes, Oe» 

tavius. 
Ant* In your bad strokes, Brutus, you give £Ood 
words: 
Witness the hole you made in Gsssar's hearty 
Crying, Lor^ live ! hail, deiarf 

Cos. Antony, 
The posture of your blows is yet unknown ; 
But, for your words, they rob the Hybla beei;^ 
And leave them honeyleiss. 
Ant. Not stinglesa too. 
Bru. O, yes, and soundless too ; 
For you have stolen their buzzing, Antony, 
And, very wisely, threat before you sting. 

Ant, Villains, you did not so, when your vile daggers 
Hack'd one another in the sides of Cassar s 
You showed your teeth like apes, and fown'd like 

hounds, 
And bow'd like bondmen, kissing Caesar's feet ; 
Whilst damned Casca, like a eur behind, 
Struck Cassar on the neck. O you flatterers ! - 
Cos, Flatterera i^-NoWy Bnitus^ thank yourself: 
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Tliis tongue had not offended so to-day. 

If Cassius might have ruled. 1^ 

OcL Come, come, the cause : If arguing makes oi 
^weaty 
The proof of it will turn to redder drops. 
Look,— 

I draw a sword against conspirators ; 
When think you that the sword goes up again ? 
Never, till Caesar's three and twenty wounds 
Be well avenged ; or tUl another Caesar 
Have added slaughter to the sword of traitors. 

Bru. Caesar, thou canst not die by tr^tprs' handS| 
Unless thou bring'st them with thee. 

Oct, So I hope; 
I was not born to di^ on Brutus' sword. 

jBrtf. O, if thou wert the noblest of thy strain, 
Young man> thou could'st not die more honourable* 

Cat. A peevish school-boy, worthless of such ho* 
nour, 
Join'd with a masker and a reveller. 

A7it Old Cassius still 1 

Oct. Come, Antony; away. — 
Defiance^ traitors, hurl we in your teeth : 
If you dare fight to-day, come to the field ; 
If not, when you have stomachs. 

IFlourish of Trumpets.y^Exeunt Octavius, Akt^ 
TONY, and their Attendants. 

Cfla. Why now, blow, wind! swell, billow; and 
swim, bark I / 

Tlie storm i^ up, and all i^ on the hazard.— 
Most noble Brutus, 

The gods to-day stand friendly ; that we may, 
Lovers yfi peace, lead on our days to age ! 
But, since the affairs of men rest still uncertain, 
Let's reason with the worst that may befah 
)f we lose this battle, then is this 
The very last time we shall speak together ; 
Wh^t are you then determini^d to do i 
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Bru, Even by the rule of that philosophy, 
By which I did blame Cato for the death 
Which he did give himself: — I know not how> 
But I do find it cowardly and vile, 
For fear of what might fall, so to prevent 
The time of life : — arming myself with patience, 
To stay the providence of some high powers 
That govern us below. 

Cas. Then, if we lose this battle, 
You are contented to be led in triumph 
Thorough the streets of Rome ? 

JSru. No, Cassias, no : think not, thou noble Ro« 
man. 
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome ; 
He bears too great a mind.— But, this same day 
Must end that work, the ides of March begun i 
And, whether we shall meet again, I know not ; 
Therefore our everlasting farewell take :— * 
For ever, and for ever, farewell, Cassius ! 
If we do meet again, why, we shall smile ; 
If not, why then this parting was well made. 

Cas. Por ever, and for ever, farewell, Brutus ! 
If we do meet again, we'll smile indeed ; 
If 'not, 'tis true, this parting was well ti>ade* 

Bm. Why then, lead on. — Oh, that a man migh^ 
know 
The end of this day's business, ere it come ! 
But, it sufficeth that the day will end. 
And then the end is known. — ^Come, ho ! away f 

[Flourish of Trumpets, — Exeunt 
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SGSNS 1I» 

The Flain$ of PhOippu 

Another Part of the Fidd. 

Alarumsm 

Enter Cassius, ttwfA an Eagle in his himd, and 

Trbboniits. 

Cas. O look, Trebonius, look, the villaina fly I 
Myself have to mine own turnM enemy : 
This ensign here of mine was turning back ; 
I slew the coward, and did take it from him. 

Tre* O Cassiu8> Brutus gave the word too early, 
Who, living some advantage on Octavius, 
Took it too eagerly ; his soldiers fell to spoil. 
Whilst we by Antony are all enclosed. [Alarums* 

ilnter Pindarus. 

Pin. Fly further ofl^ my lord, fly further off; 
Mark Antony is in your tents, my lord : 
Tly therefore, noble Cassius, fly tag off. 

Cas» This hill is far enough. — ^Look, look, Trebo^ 
nius : — 
Are those my tents where I perceive the fire ? 

Tre. They are, my lord. [Alarums* 

Cas, Trebonius, if thou lov'st me. 
Mount thou my horse, and hide thy spurs in him 
Till he have brought thee up to yonder troops^i 
And here again, that I may rest assured, 
Whether yond' troops are friend or enemy* 
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3Ve. I will be here again, even with a thought. 

lEait Trebomius. 

Cas. Go, Pindarus, get higher on that hill ; 
My sight was ever thidc ; regard Trebonius, 
And tell me what thou not'st about the field.— - 

[Exit PlllDARU5. 

This day I breathed first ; time is come rounds 

And where I did begin, there shall I end; 

My life is run his compass.— Sirrah, what news i 

Pin. [Without.] O, my lord !--- 

Cas0 « What news i 

Pin. [Withoui.] Trebonius is 
Enclosed round about with horsemen, that 
Make to him on the spur;«-yet he spurs on:— 
Now they are almost on him :— Now, Trebonius !-— 
Now some 'light : O, he lights too:-— he's ta'en :— ^ 

[ShoutSf and Flourish of Trumpet^. 
And hark> — 
They shout for joy. 

Cas. Come down, behold no more.-^ 
O, coward that I am, to live so long. 
To see my best fiiend ta'en before my face !-«. 

Enter Pindarus. 

Come hither,, sirrah : 

In Parthia did I take thee prisoner ; 

And then! swore thee, saving of thy life. 

That whatsoever I did bid thee do, 

Thou should'st attempt it. Come now, keep thine 

oath ; 
Now be a freeman ; and, with this good sword. 
That ran through Caesar's bowels, searcli this bosoBL 
Stand not to answer: Here, take thou the hilts ; 
And, when my face is covered, as 'tis.nowy 
Guide thou the sword-— 

[PjiMDARUs takes the Svc^d, and Cassuts ^r^m^ 
upon it* 
Csesari thou art revenged, 

G 
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Even with the sword that kill'd thee. [Dies, 

Pin* So am 1 free ; yet would not so have beeiii 
Durst I have done my will.— O Cassius ! 
Far from this country Pindarus shall run* 
Where never Roman shall take note of hJm. [^EsA 

[Alarums.] 

Enter Trebovius, mth a Laurel Cronn tn Ids Heaif 

and TiTiMiua. 

TiU It is but change^ Trebonius ; for Octavius 
Is overthrown by noble Brutus' power^ 
As Cassius' legions are by Antony. 

Tre. These tidings will well comfort Cassius* 

TU. Where did you leave him i 

Tre. All disconsolate, 
With Pindarus hb bondman, on this hilL 

Ts^. Is not that he that lies upon the ground ? 

Tre. He lies not like the livmg. — O, my heart ! 
Mistrust of my success hath done this deed.*— 
What, Pindarus ! Where art thou Pindarus ? 

Tit, Seek him, Trebonius; while I go to bring 
The noble. Brutus to tliis piercing sight. 

[Exit TiTiNius. 

Tre* Why didst thou send me forth, brave Cassius? 
Did I not meet thy friends I and did not they 
Put on ray brows this wreath of victory, 
And bid me give't thee ? Didst thou not hear their 

shouts ? 
Alas ! thou hast misconstrued every thing. 

Enter Txtinius, Brutus, Metellus, Lucius, Var- 
Ko, — Standards, S. P. Q. R, — Silver Eagles,,^ 
LicTORS, a7td Guards* 

Bru. Where, where, Titinius, doth his body lie ? 
Tit. Lo.. yonder, — and Trebonius mourning it* 
Bru. O, Julius Caesar, thou art mighty yet ; 

Thy spirit walks abroad, and turns our swords 

In our own proper entrails.— 
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The last of all the Romans^ fare thee well ! 
It is impossible, that ever Rome 
Should breed thy fellow. — Friends^ I owe more tears 
To this dead man^ than you shall see me pay— 
Stoop> soldiers, stoop, — and bear the body hence.—- 
[Soldiers prepare to bear ataay the Body. 
Now let us to the field ; for yet ere night 
We will try fortune in a second fight« 

^AlarumsK'-^Exeu'nin 
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The Plains ofPhUippi. 
Another Fart of the Keli. 

Alarums. 

^nter'FLAviVBtTittmvB, Servius, Standards^ 5. P. 
Q. B.*^ Silver JSia(g^«,— Lictors, — and Guards* 

Fla. Run> bo!— Tell Antony, Brutus is ta'en. 
Ser. Here comes the general 

Flourish of Trumpet s. 

Enter Antont, Clitus^ Strato, Standard*^ & F. 
Q* R.-^GoUen Eagles^ — LicTORS,-*-and Guards. 

• • • 

Fla. Brutus is ta'en, my lord,-— Brutus is ta'en. 

Ant» Where is he ? 

Tit. Safe, Antony; Brutus is safe enough: 
I dare assure thee that no enemy 
Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus: 
The gods defend him from so great a shame I 
When you do find him» or tlive, or dead. 
He will be found like Brutus, like himselR 
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Ant. Keep this mao safe, 
Give him ail kindness : I had rather have 
Such men iny friends, than enemies. I j 

This is not Brutus, sirs; but, I assure you« | j 

A prize well worth a soldier's arm« — Go on. 
And see whe'r Brutus be alive, or dead : 
And bring us word, unto Octavius* tent^ 
How every thing is chanced. 

^FiourUh (if Trumpets.^^Exeunt StRVitls 
Flavius, — Antomt, T1TIMIU89 Cuirth] 
Strasoi &C. 



SCENK IV. 

4 

The Plahit ofPhiUpfi* 

Another Part of the FieUU 

A Retreat sounded. 

Enter Mbtellus, Brutus, Yarro, and Lucius. 

Bru. Come, poor remains of friends, let's rest us 
here.— 
Slaying is the word ; 
It is a deed in fashion. — Hark thee, Lucius. 

[Whispering him. 

Luc. What, I« my lord ? No, not for all the world. 

Bru. Peace then, no words. 

Luc. I'll rather kill myself. 

Bru. Come hither, good Metellus ; list a word.«*- 
The ghost of Caesar hath appeared to me 
Two several times by night i at Sardis, once; 
And, this last night, here in Philippi's fields. 
I knoW| my hour is come. 
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Met> Brutus I Not so. 
^SrtL Nay, I am sure it is* 
C^ou see'st the world, Metellus, bow it goes : 
C^or enemies have beat us to the pit; 
tt is more worthy to leap in ourselves* 
Kban tarry till they push us. — Good MetelluSf 
Sthou know'st that we two went to school togetb(^r ; 
feven ibr that our love of old, I pray thee, 
Kiold thou my sword hilt^, whilst I run on it. 

, Met. Brutus^ that's not an office for a fnend. 

[Alarutnsi 

Luc. Fly, fly, my l«rd; there is no tarrying heres* 

Bru. Farewell to you ;— and you ; — and you, M«* 
tellus— 
Countrjrmen, . . 

3^y heart doth joy that yet, in all my life, 
I iound no man, but he was true to me.— 
I shall have glory by this losing day. 
More than Octavius and Mark Antony 
By their vile conquest shall attain unto^-. 
itetire, and let me think awhile. 

[7^^ mthdravo to a little distance, 

Ltic* Look, he meditates. 

Met* Now is that noble vessel full of grie& 
That it runs over even at his eyes. 

Bru. This was the justest cause that ever men , 
Did dmw their swords for ; and the gods renounce 

Disdaining life, to live a slave in Rome, 
Thus Brutus strikes bis last— for liberty ! — 

[He stabs himself. 
Farewell, 

Beloved country ! — ^Caesar, now be still ; 
I kiird not thee with half so good a will. [Dies, 
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A FUmrUh of Trumpets. 

Mnier Octavius,. Antony, Titinius» Sb&vittS) 
Flavius, Clitus, Strato, Standardsy Sim^ 
S^ p. Q. R'f OoUen Eagles, Silver Eagles, Lic- 
TORS> and Guards. 

€kt. What man is that ? 

Tii. Tis Brutus' mao.— Where is thy master, Lur 
ciosf 

Luc. Free from the bondage you are in^ Titinius: 
^e conquerors can but make a fire of him ; 
Tor Brutus only overcame himself. 
And no man else hath honour by his death. 

Tit. So Brutus should be found.*— I thank thee^ 
Brutus, 
Hiat thou hast proved Titinius' saying true. 

Oct. All that served Brutus, I will entertain them« 

Ant. This was the noblest Roman of them all i 
^All the conspirators, save only he» 
Did that they did in envy of great Caesar ;. 
He, only in a general honest thought, 
And common good to all, made one of them. 
His life was gentle ; and the elements 
So mix*d in him, that nature might stand up. 
And say to all the world, This was a man I 

Oct. According to his virtue let us use him, 
.With all respect, and rites of burial. 

Ant. Within my tent his bones to-night shall lie,. 
Most like a soldier order'd honourably.— 
So, call the field to rest : and let's away, 
To part the glories of this happy day. 

[Flourish of Martial Instruments.'^Exeunt*. 



THE END. 
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REMARKS. 



As, to do good, for the honour and glocy pi A 
Supreme Being, and in conformity to his comiQand- 
ment9, is the highest per&ctiim of moi!tal man-r 
so^ to commit evil, under th£ pretence of religicms 
-duty, and in his saered name, constiUites Ihe most 
Vagrant impiety of which a human creature can^ in 
the fpll premeditation of guilt, be cbaigeable. 

The crimes, which, unhappily, form all the in- 
cidents of this drama, are, by the hardened per- 
petrators of them, all ascribed to the holy iviU. and 
pleasure of Heaven . King Henry casts from his bed 
4uid throne his loving and obedient wife, because his 
4»nscience dreads the anger of his Mak|sr:^-^4Uid Cor- 
.diBai Wolsey devotes himself to pomp, amasses un- 
bounded wealth, and exacts from iiis neighbours 
every honour short of adoration, whilst his pro- 
ie^aon aonounces^^-his imitation of an humble 
JEledeemer« 

The qualities and chi^^aoters of botli the king and 
the cardinal underwent almost i^ total change, from 
their youth to their maoAiood, or to lihat period in 
which they are here delineated. Henry, when young, 
possessed personal beauty and grace-^his mind was 
ausoeptible of all the softer ddi^its, and a pecaiiar 
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passion for music seemed to have tuned his soul to 
harmony. Wolse)^ even at the age of forty, would 
laugh, sing, and dance — ^when he was younger, be 
would drink also — and once, for some tumult which 
he raised at a country fair, he suffered the disgrace 
of being placed in the stocks, though he was, at thtl 
very time, rector of a living in the neighbouring 
•villBge. 

Who that had beheld the gay, the gracefiil, the 
accomplished Henry, at a ball or concert, enraptured 
with sweet sounds, could have predicted, that he 
would divorce four virtuous wives, and behead two 
of them ! — And who that had seen the riotous W<^ 
sey, with his legs imprisoned in a market-place^ 
coukl possibly have descried, in that object of con- 
dign punishment, a future archbishop, England's 
prime minister, an illustrious cardinal, and an aspirer 
at the popedom } 

From the many artful praises of Anne Bullen, 
which Shakspeare has introduced in this play, but, 
above all, from his many prophetic insinuations, 
and, at length, his bold prophecy, that the infant 
daughter of Henry and beauteous Anne, shall prove 
a blessing to this realm, it is conjectured that the 
play of Henry the Eighth was written and performed 
during the reign of that very child. Queen Elizabeth. 

With all his desire to please his royal mistress, 
Shakspeare has yet never once depreciated the vir- 
tues of the good Queen Katharine, or drawn a veil 
over her injuries. He has made her the most pro- 
minent, as well as the most amiable sufferer iu his 



dxM9L.}:mi!^% in .thusiclasejy adhering |p the "truth of 
!UfiV9ry$^ he.payjs a rileni ^tj^ibute ito the libei^iUy of 
Blizabeth^ moi» worth 1ba)9 ^Xihi^ wiarmest eulp- 

- .blii0fim'j8 $Rst sf>e^)i« in ithat exceUent |>iut «f 
4li0fiay«J)ert^9btUiflt;fiken hom :bi9tory» with but 
dbieiyi2dma»9llcmr<ttnd.Hkewi^e ihie hing'a reply to it. 
der ^yuigfKs^iie^ puiicvtody hi^letjtcnr md message 
JD Ae kiiig,.bav« iabo Ihe Aooction of bistoiyfor 
their most pathetic passages. Commentators have, 
ia^ciieniU prefenred theil«lter soepe to the foregoing 
mpe, i^ Us quality of ea^qiting compassioQ.; but^ pv« 
hapsy ji anld jmd juh«ais£ttve woixmo# sueb a3 Katha- 
rtne is dcacrtbed, can oiever be .eoo^idered so much 
MBX icdbgeot of pii^y a$ iwhen itwtter proy<>catian has im- 
pelled Jsier to assume .tlie deportmeat of baivightiness 
mud ihe languc^e i>£ mQ^ 

Ttm sielftaftttie words whiph Wplft^y ^ppke «ppn 
his fidljt aee iiere Ausorted^ ^asikd are die lines hegln- 
nha^, <* Had I served my God,'* &^,--Tbis states- 
man and churchman is by far more r^espectaU^ jn 
his adversity than in his prosperity ; and yet, it may 
be observed, that he merely took the road to hea- 
ven when the path to all terrestrial joys had closed 
upon his footsteps. 

High as the merit of this play is^ its attraction on 
the stage is aided by a magnificent coronation of the 
elevated Anne BuUen. It is melancholy, however, to 
reflect, upon viewing this fictitious ceremony, that a 
few years only elapsed, after the spectacle had been 
in realitt/ exhibited, when the same unthinking crowd 

a2 
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who resorted to gaze, ran^ with equal curiosity, lo 
behold the identical object of all this splendour, and 
their admiration — perish upon a scaffold. 

Anne Bullen, or rather Queen Atine, was the first 
crowned head who suffered death by the law of Eng- 
land 3 and yet her daughter, Elizabeth, — ^lesa pene- 
trated by her mother's woes, than governed by her 
father's cruelty^ — caused the second legal execution 
of a soverdgn, in the person of her own eousiD, 
Mary, Queen of Scots. 

Many parts of this drama,Vhere the principal cha- 
racters are not introduced, are, nevertheless, highly 
interesting; such, in particular, is the final adieu of 
the Duke of Buckingham. The prayers and good 
wishes of him, and of all the injured persons in this 
))lay, for their common tyrant Henry, are not more 
remarkable for their charity than for their inefiicaey. 
Henry's remaining life was divided between fits of 
anger, remorse, despondency ; and he died, after a 
reign of thirty-seven years, hated by every English- 
man,^-with the rancour of a slave. 
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KING HENRY VIII. 



ACT THE FIRST. 



SCENE I. 

London, 

Afi Antichambtr in the Palace, 

Enter the Duke of Norfolk and the Duke ov 
Buckingham, meeting. 

Buck. Good-morrow, and -well met. How have 
you done, 
Since last we saw in France ? 

Nor, I thank your grace : 
Healthful ; and ever since a fresh admirer 
Of what 1 saw there. 

Buck. An untimely ague 
Stay*d me a prisoner in my chamher, when 
Those suns of glory, those two lights of men. 
Met in the vale of Arde. 

Nor, Then you lost 
The view of earthly glory : Men might say. 
Till this time pomp was single ; but now married 
To one above itself. Each following day 
liecame the next day*s master, till the last 
Made former wonders its : To-day, the French, 
All clinquant, all in gold, like heathen gods, 
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Shone down the English ; and, to-morrow^ they 

Made Britsdn India : every man that stood, 

ShowM lik« a mine. 

The two kings^ 

Equal in lustre, were now best^ now worst. 

As presence did present them. When these suns 

S~ »r so they phrase them) by their heralds challenged 
e noble spirits to arms, they did perform 
Beyond thought's C09pp9^ s that former fabulous 

story. 
Being now seen possible enough, got credit. 

Buck. Who did guide, 
I mean, who set the body and the limbs 
Of this great sport together, as you guess } 

Nor. One, certes, that pitHnises no element 
In such a business. 

Bwk. I pray you, who, my lord ? 

Nor, All this was order'd by the good discretion 
Of the right reverend Cardinal of York. 

Buck. The devil speed him ! no man's pye is freed 
From his ambitious finger. What had he 
To do in these fierce vanities ? 
Why took he upon him. 
Without the privity o' the kii^^ to sqypoint 
Who should attend on him ? He makes up the file 
Of all the gentry $ for the most part such 
Too, whom as great a charge as little honour 
He meant to lay upon. 

Nor. The state takes notice of the private diffeisence 
Betwixt you and the cardinaL 
You know his nature. 

That he *s revengeful ; and 1 know, his sword 
Hath a sharp edge : it *s long, and, *t may be said. 
It reaches far ; and where 'twill not extend. 
Thither he darts it. Bosom up ray counsel. 
You'll find it wholesome.-r-Lo, where comes that 

rock. 
That I advice your shunning ! 
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£;7^er Footmen ; Guards; Gentlemen^ one Gen- 
tleman bearing the broad Seal; another the Car- 
dinal's Hatf two Gentlemen with Silver PH^ 
tars; two Priests with Silver Crosses; Sergeant 
AT Arms^ with Mace; two Gentlemen Ushers, 
bareheaded, with Wands; Cardinal Wolsey; 
two Pages hearing his Train; Cromwell •toith 
Dispatches; two Secretaries with Bags of Papers; 
Chaplains, Gentlemen, Footmen, Guards. 

WoLSEY, in his Passage^ Jlxes his Eye on Bucking- 
ham, and Buckingham on him, bothJiUl^JDit* 
dain, 

Wol. The Duke of Bttckinghdm's surveyor ? ha! 
Where's his ^camination ? 

Crom, Here^ so please you. 

Wd. Is he in person reiady } 

Crom, Ay, please your grace. 

Wol. Well, we shaU then know more ^— and Buck- 
ingham 
Shall less^ this bi^ look. 

^Esteunt Wolsey and his Traik. 

Buck, Thk butcher's cur is venom-mouth'd, and I 
Have not the power to muzzle him.-*-* 
I read in his lodes 

Matter against me ; and his eye i^viled 
Me, as his abject object : at this instant 
He bores me with som^ trick : He's gone to the king ; 
I*ll follow, and otitstare him. 

Nor. Stay, my lord -, 
And let yotir reason with your choler question 
What His you go about. 
Heat not a furnace for your foe so hot 
That it do singe yourself : Nay, be advised. 

Buck. Sir, 
I am thankful to you 5 and III go along 
By your pre8cription>--bttt this top-proud feUow, 
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(Whom from the flow of gall I name not^ bat 
From sincere motions^) by intelligence^ 
And proofs as dear as founts in July^ when 
We see each grain of gravel, I do know 
To be corrupt and treasonous. 

Nor, Say not treasonous. 

Buck, To the kingl'U say.H; and make my vouch 
as strong 
As shore of rock. Attend. This holy fox. 
Or wolf» or both, (for he is equal ravenous, 
As he is subtle 5 and as prone to mischief. 
As able to perform 't }) 
Only to show his pomp as well in France 
As here at home, suggests the king our master 
To this last costly treaty, the interview. 
That swallowed so much treasure^ and, like a glass; 
Did break i' the rincing. 

Nor. 'Faith, and so it did. 

BucL 'Pray, give me favour, sir. This cunning 
cardinal 
The articles o' the combination drew 
As himself pleased : and they were ratified. 
As he cried. Thus let it be : to as much end 
As give a crutch to the dead : But our count car- 
dinal 
Has done this, and 'tis well 3 for worthy Wolsey, 
Who cannot err, he did it. Now this follows, 
(Which, as I take it, is a kind of puppy 
To the old dam, treason, )-^Charles the emperor. 
Under pretence to see the queen his aunt, 
(For 'twas, indeed, his colour; but he came 
To whisper Wolsey,) here makes visitation : 
His fears were, that the interview betwixt 
England and France might, through their amity. 
Breed him some prejudice. He privily 
Deals with our cardinal ; and, as I trow,-— 
Which I do well ; for, I am sure, the emperor 
Pay 'd ere he promised : whereby his suit was granted 
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Ere it was ask'd — but when the way was made,* 
And paved with gold, the emperor thus desired. 
That he would please to alter the king's course. 
And break the foresaid peace. Let the king know 
(As soon he shall by me,) that thus the cardinal 
Does buy and sell his honour as he pleases. 
And for his own advantage. 

Nor. I am sorry 
To hear this of him ; and coiild wish he were 
Something mistaken in*t. . 

Buck. No, not a syllable ; 
I do pronounce him in that very shape. 
He shall appear in proof. 

JE^it^^r Sergeant AT Arms, Brandon, anJ Guards. 

Bran, Sir, 
My lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Earl 
Of Hereford, Stafford, and Northampton, I 
Arrest thee of high treason, in the name 
Of our most sovereign king. 

Buck, Lo you, my lord. 
The net has fallen upon me 5 1 shall perish 
Under device and practice. 

Brarim 1 am sorry 
To see you ta*en from liberty j 
'Tis his highness* pleasure. 
You shall to the Tower. 

Buck, It will help me nothing, . 
To plead mine innocence 5 for that dye is on me, 
Which makes my whitest part black. The will of 

Heaven 
Be done in this and all things ! — I obey. 

[^Gives his Sword to the Seugbant. 

Bran, Here is a warrant from 
The king» to attach Lord Montucute^ and the bodies 
Of the duke*s chaplain, named John de la Court, 
One Gilbert Peck, his chancellor, — 

B 
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Buck, SOy 80 ', 

Theae are the limbs of the plot : No more, I hope. 

Bran. A monk o' the Cfaortreux. 

Buck, Oy Nicholas Hopkins ? 

Bran. He. 

Buck» My surveyor b false; the o'er<»great cardinal 
Has 8how*d him gold : my lUe is spann d already : 
I am the shadow of poor Buckingham ; 
Whose figure even this instant cloud puts on^ 
By dark'ning my clear sun* — ^My lord, farewell. 

^^Eaeunt. 



SCENE II. 



The Council Chamber, 



Fh^riih ofTrufnpeig. 

Enter the Lord CHAMBEittAii^, Ki^gH^nry, lean- 
ing on Wolsey's Shoulder; NoRFOLit^ the Duke 
of Suffolk, Sir Thomas Lovel, and Crom- 
well. — The Cardinal places himself at the 
King's Feet, on his right Side, 

King. My life itself^ and the best heart of it, 
Thanks you for this great care : I stood i* the level 
Of a full-K^harged confederacy ; and give thanks 
To you that choked it.— [TAe Kino and Wolsby sit. 
Let be caird before us 

That gentleman of Buckingham's : in person 
1*11 hear him his confessions justify ; 
And, point by point, the treasons of his master 
He shall again relate. 

Sir Henrt/ Guildford, [Without^ Room for the 
queen. 
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Enter the Qus^n^ ushered btf Guildford, tvho places 
a Cvshion, on tohich she kneels^ — The Kino rises, 
takes her up, and places her by him. 

King. Rise. 

Qmeen. Nay, we mast longer kneel 1 1 am a suitor. 

King. Arise, and take your place by us :-p^Ualf 
your suit 
Nerer name to us ; you have half our power : 
The other moiety> ere you ask, is given $ 
Repeat your will^ and take it. 

Queen. Thank your majesty. 
That you would love yourself^ and> in that love. 
Not unconsidered leave your honour, nor 
The dignity of your oflSce, is the point 
Of my petition. 

King. Lady mine, proceed. 

Queen. I am solicited^ not by a few. 
And those of true condition, that your su^bjects 
Are in great grievance : There have been commissions 
Sent down among them, which have llaw'd the heart 
Of all their loyalties : — wherein, although. 
My good lord cardinal, they vent repvoaebea 
Most bitterly on you, as putter-on 
Of these exactiMu, yet the king our master, 
(Whose honour Heaven shield from soil) even he 

escapes not 
Language unmannerly^ yea, such which breaks 
The sides of loyalty, and almost appears 
In loud rebellion. 

Nor, Not almost appears. 
It doth appear : for, upon these taxations. 
The clothiers all^ not able to maintain 
The many to them 'longings 
Compell'd by hunger. 
And lack df other means^ are all ^n uproar. 
And danger serves among them. 

King. Taxation! 
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Wherein? and what taication ? — My lord cardinal^ 
You that are blamed for it alike with ua. 
Know you of this taxation ? 

WoL Please you, sir, 
I know but of a single part, in aught 
Pertains to the state -, and front but in that file 
Where others tell steps with me. 

Queen, No, my lord, 
You know no more than others : but you frame 
Things, that are known alike 5 which are not whole- 
some 
To those which would not know them, and yet must 
Perforce be their aciiuaintance. These exactions. 
Whereof my sovereign would have note, they are 
Most pestilent to the hearing ; and, to bear them> 
The back is sacrifice to the load. They say. 
They are devised by you : or else you suffer 
Too hard an exclamation. 

King. Still exaction ! 
The nature of it } In what kind, let's know. 
Is this exaction ? 

Queen, I am much too venturous 
In tempting of your patience -, but am bolden'd 
Under your promised pardon. The subjects* grief 
Comes through commissions, which compel from 

each 
The sixth part of his substance, to be levied 
Without delay ; and the pretence for this 
Is named, your wars in France : This makes bold 

mouths : 
Tongues spit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze 
Allegiance in them 5 their curses now 
Live where their prayers did. 
I would your highness 
Would give it quick consideration. 

King, By my life. 
This is against our pleasure. 

IVol, And for ine, 
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I have uo further gone in thifl> than hy 

A siggle voice -, and that not past me, hut 

By learned approbation of the judges* If I :«m 

Trad uced fay ignorant tongues,-*-which aekher know 

My faculties, nor person, yet will be 

The chronicles of my doing, — ^let me say, 

'Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake 

That virtue must go through. 

If we shall stand still, 

In fear our motion will be mock'd or carp'd at. 

We should take root here where we dt, or sit 

State statues only. 

King, Things done well. 
And with a care, exempt themselves from fear 5 
Things done without example, in their issue 
Are to be fear*d. Have you a precedent 
Of this commission } I believe, not any. 
We must not rend our subjects from our laws. 
And stick them ia our will. Sixth part of each ^ 
A trembling contribution ! Wby, we take 
From every tree, lop, bark, and part o' the timber 5 
And, though we leave it with a root, Uius liack*d. 
The air will drink the sap. To every county, 
Where this is question'd, send our letters, with 
Free pardon to each man that has denied 
The force of this commission : 'Pray, look to't^ 
I put it to your care. 

f^ol. A word with you. ITg Chomwell. 

Let there be letters writ to every shire,, 
Of the king's grace and pardon. — ^Thejgrieved com- 
mons 
Hardly conceive of me 5 let it be noised. 
That through our intercession, this revokement 
And pardon comes : I shall anon advise 3FOU 
Further in the proceeding. [Ejnt Oromwedl. 

Queen, I am sorry that the Duke of Buckingham 
Is run in your displeasure. 

King. 1 1 grieves man v : 

b2 
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The gentleman is learned, a most rare speaker, 
To nature none more bound : but he, my lady. 
Hath into monstrous habits put the graces 
That once were his, and is become as black 
As if besmear'd in hell. — 

Enter Surveyor. 

Sit by us 5 you shall hear 

(This was his gentlemen in trust,) of him 

Things to strike honour sad. — Bid him recount 

The fore-recited practices ; whereof 

We cannot feel too little, hear too much. 

JVoL Stand forth ; and with bold spirit relate what 
you. 
Most like a careful subject, have collected 
Out of the Duke of Buckingham. 

Ki7ig. Speak freely. 

Surv. First, it was usual with him, every day 
It would infect his speech^ That, if the king 
Should without issue die, he'd carry it so 
To make the sceptre his : These very words 
I have heard him utter to his son-in-law. 
Lord Aberga*ny ; to whom, by oath, he menaced 
Revenge upon the cardinal. 

fVoL Please your highness, note 
This dangerous conception in this point. 
Not friended by his wish, to your high person 
His will is most malignant -, and it stretches 
Beyond you, to your friends. 

Queen. My learn'd lord cardinal. 
Deliver all with charity. 

King. Speak on : 
How grounded he his title to the crown. 
Upon our fail ? to this point hast thou heard hiui 
At any time speak aught ? 

Surv. He was brought to this 
By a vain prophecy of Nicliolas Hofjkins^ 
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His confessor 5 who feci him every minute 
With words of sovereig-nty. 

King, How know'st thou this ? 

Surv. " There is," says he, ''a Chartreux friar, 
that oft 
Hath sent to me, wishing me to permit 
John dela Court, my chaplain, a choice hour 
To hear from him a matter of some moment : 
Whom after, under the confession's seal, " 
He solemnly had sworn, that what he spoke 
My chaplain to no creature living, but 
To me, should utter, with demure confidence 
This pausingly ensued, — Neither the king, nor hid 

heirs, 
(Tell you the duke), shall prosper: bid him strive 
To the love of the commonalty; the duke 
Shall govern England."— 

Queen, If I know you well. 
You were the duke*s surveyor, and lost your t>fi]ce 
On the complaint o* the tenants: Take good heed, 
You charge not in your spleen a noble person, 
And spoil your nobler soul ; I say take heed. 

King, Go forward. 

Surv, On my soul, 1*11 speak but truth. 
I told my lord the duke, By the deviVs illusions 
The monk might be deceived ; and that *twas dan- 
gerous for him 
To ruminate on this: — He answer'd, '* Tush! 
It can do me no damage :" adding further, 
That, had the king in his last sickness faird. 
The cardinal's and Sir Thomas LoveVs heads 
Should have gone off. 

King. Ha ! what, so rank ! Ah, ha ! 
There's mischief in this man : — Canst thou say fur- 
ther? 

Surv, I can, my liege. 

King, Proceed. 

Surv. Being at Greenwich, 
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After your highness had reproved the duke 
About ^ir William Blomer^ — 

King, I remember 
Of sudi a time : — Being my sworn serv^ant, 
The duke retain'd him his. — But on : What henoe^. 

Surv. '* If/' quoth he, '* I for this had been gob* 
roitted» 
As to the Tower, I thought, I would have play*d 
The part my father meant to act upon 
The usurper Richard ; who, being at Salisbury, 
Made suit to come in his presence; whidi« if granted^ 
As he made semblance of his duty, would 
Have put his knife into him." 

King. A giant traitor ! 

fVol* Now, madam, may his highness live in fine&> 
dom, 
And this man out of prison } 

Queen. Heaven mend all ! 

King. There's something more would out of thee ? 
What say'st ? 

Surv. After— •* the duke his father,"— with — "the 
knife,"— 
He stretched him, and, with one hand on his dagger. 
Another spread on his breast, mounting his eyes. 
He did discharge a horrible oath ; whose tenour 
Was, — Were he evil used, he would outgo 
His father, by as much as a performance 
Does an irresolute purpose. 

King. [^Rises,"] There's his period. 
To sheathe his knife in us. He is attach'd ; 
Call him to present trial $ if he may 
Find mercy in the law, *tis his j if none. 
Let him not seek 't of us; by day and night, 
He*s traitor to the height. 

[Flourish of Trumpets. — Exeunt, 
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SCENE III. 



An Apartment in the Palace. 

Enter Lord Sands and Ci^amberlain. 

Chamh, Is it possible, the spells of France should 
juggle 
Men into such strange mysteries ? 

Sands. New customs, 
Though they be never, so ridiculous, 
Nay let them be unmanly^ yet are follow'd. 
They 've all new legs^ and lame ones ; one would 

take it, 
That never saw them pace before, the spavin, 
A springhalt, reignM among them. 

Enter Loyel. 

Cham. What news. Sir Thomas Lovel ? 

Lov. 'Faith, my lord, 
I hear of none, but the new proclamation 
That's clapp*d upon the court gate. 

Cham. What is't for ? 

Lov. The reformation of our travelVd gallants^ 
That fill the court with quarrels, talk, and tailors. 

Vham, I am glad, 'tis there 5 now I would pray our 
monsieurs 
To think an English courtier may be wise. 
And never see the Louvre. 

Sands. What a loss our ladies 
Will have of these trim vanities ! 

Lov. Ay, marry. 
There will be woe, indeed, lords -, 
A French song, and a fiddle, has no fellow. 
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Sands. The devil fiddle 'em! Vm giad they're 
going : 
Now, 

An honest country lord> as I am, beaten 
A long time out of play, may bring his plain song, 
And have an hour of hearing 5 and, by *r lady. 
Held current music too. 

Cham. Well said. Lord Sands 5 
Your colt's tooth is not cast yet. 

Sands, No, my lord ; 
Nor shall not, while I have a stump. 

Cham. Sir Thomas, 
Whither are you going 1 

Lov. To the cardinal's ; 
Your lordshin is a guest too. 

Cham, Of tis true: 
This night he makes a supper, and a great one^ 
To many lords and ladies 5 there will be 
The beauty of this kingdom, TU assure you. 

Lov. That churchman bears a bounteous mind in- 
deed, 
A hand as fruitful as the land that feeds us. 

Sands, He may, my lord, he has wherewithal; in 
him, 
Sparing would show a worse sin than ill doctrine : 
Men of his way should be most liberal 5 
They are set here for examples. 

CftoiR. True, they are so 5 
But few now give so great ones. My barge stays j 
Come, good Sir Thomas, 
We shall be late else : which I would not be ; 
For I was spoke to, with Sir Henry Guildford, 
This night to be comptrollers.— 
Your lordship shall along. 

Sands. Ay, ay ; if the beauties are there, 
I must make one among them to be sure. [^Exeunt. 
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SCENE IV. 



York Place. 



Music. 



A State for the Cardinal^ and a Table Jar tke 
Guests. — Anne Bullen^ Lady DBNIIT9 and 
other JoADiza, GbntlbmeNj at Guests, Wolsby's 
Servants aitenSng ^Aem, discovered. 

Enter Guildford. 

Guild. Ladies, a generd welcome from Wb grace 
Salutes you all : This night he dedicates 
To fair content and you : none hwre^ he hopes 
In all this noble bevy, has brought with her 
One care abroad 3 he would ^ave all as merry 
As first-good company, good wine* good wdoome. 
Can make good people* 

Eftter Chamberlain, Sands, oiii^ Lovbl. 

my lord» you're tardy 1 

The very thought of tUii foir company 
Clapp*d wings to me. 

^am. You are younff. Sir Harry Guildford. 

Sands. Sir Thomas Lovely had the cardinal 
But half my lay-thoughts in him, some of these 
Should find a running banquet ere they tested, 

1 think, would better please them ;*-By my life, 
They are a sweet society of fair ones. 

Lev, O, that your lordship were but now confessor 
To one or two of these ! 
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Sands. I would I were ; 
They should find easy penance. 

Lov. Taith, how easy ? 

Sands. As easy as a down bed would afford it. 

Cham. Sweet ladies will it please you sit ? ^AU sit. 
Sir Harry, 
Place you that side, 1*11 take the ciiarge of this. — 

[^Fiourish ofTrumpds. 
His grace is entering. — Nay, you must not freeze ^ 
Two women placed together make cold weather: — 
My Lord Sands, you are one will keep 'em waking; 
Tray, sit between these ladies. 

Sands. By my faith. 
And thank your lordship.— By your leave, sweet 
ladies : 
[^Siis between Anne Bullen and Lady Dennt. 
If I chance to talk a little wild, forgive me I 
I had it from my father. 

Anne, Was he mad, sir i 

Sands. O very mad» exceeding mad, in love too : 
But he would bite none ! just as I do now. 
He would kiss you twenty with a breath. 

^Kisses her. 

Cham, Well said, my lord. — 
So, now you are fairly seated ; — Gentlemen, 
The penance lies on you, if these fair ladies 
Pass away frowning. 

Hands. For ray little cure. 
Let me alone. £FlouriAh of Trumpets. 

Enter Two Gentlemen, Wolsey, Two Pages, and 
Crgmwell. — All rise. — Wolsey takes his State. 
Wol. You are welcome, my fair guests j that noble 
lady. 
Or gentleman, that is not freely merry, 
Is pot my frirnd : This, to confirm my welcome : 
And to you all good hoalth. [Drinks. Alt tit, 

[^Flourish of Trumpets.] 
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Sands. Your grace is noble $ 
Let me have such a bowl may hold my thanks. 
And save me so much talking. 

[Servant gives hint Wine. 

fVol. My Lord Sands^ 
I am beholden to you : cheer your neighbours.— *- 
Ladies, you are not merry 3 — Gentlemen, 
Whose fault is this ? 

Sands, The red wine first must rise 
In their fair cheeks, my lord 3 then we shall have 'em 
Talk us to silence. 

jinne. You are ft merry gamester. 
My Lord Sands, 

Sands. Yes, if I make my play. 
Here's to your ladyship : and pledge it, madam ; 

[^Drinks, 
For 'tis to such a thing, — 

Anne. You cannot show me. 

Sands. I told your grace they would talk anon. 

l^Drums and Trumpets^ — Cannon discharged, — All 

TIS€ 

JFol. What's that ?— • 
Look out there, some of you. [[jBo://, Cromwell, 
\Vliat warlike voice ? 

And to what end is this ? — Nay, ladies, fear not j 
By all the laws of war you are privileged. {^All sit. 

* Enter Cromwell. 

How now ? what is*t ? 

Crom. A noble troop of strangers j 
For 90 they seem : they*ve left their barge, and 

landed ; 
And hither make, as great ambassadors 
From foreign ]>rinces. 

IVol. Good lord chamberlain. 
Go, give them welcome 3 

And, 'pray, receive them nobly, and conduct them 

c 
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Into our presence* whtre this heaven of beauty 
Shall shine at full upon them : — Some attend him.— 
lExeurU Chambxrlain, Cromwell, and Tw 

GlNTLBMEN. 

You've now a broken banquet -, but we'll mend it. 
A ffood digestion to you all : and, once more, 
I shower a welcome on you j— Welcome all. — 

Mttsic, 

Enter Cromwell and Chamberlain, inlroducing 
the King, Norfolk, and Suffolk, in Masks, and 
Eight Attendants, habited as Shepherds^ Jbliamed 
hif Two Gentlbmi^n. 

A noble company ! what are their pleasures ? 
Cham, Because they speak no English, tbus they 
pray'd 
To tell your grace 5 — ^That, having heard by fame 
Of this so. noble and so fair assembly 
This night to meet here, they could do no less. 
Out of the great respect they bear to beauty," 
But Ipave their flocks 3 and, under your foir conduct, 
Crave leave to view these ladies, and entreat 
An hour of revels with them. 
WvL Say 9 lord chamberbun. 
They've done my poor house grace 3 for which I pay 

theia 
A thousand thanks &nd pray them take their plea- 
sures. 
{The King c(mvers€i mth Anne Bullen. 

A Dance, 

King. The fairest hand I ever touch'dl O, beauty, 
Till now I never knew thee. 
JFol. My lord,— 
Cham. Your grace ? 
H^ol, Tray, tell them thus much from me : 
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There should be one amongBt tiijeni} by his person^ 
More worthy this place than myself; to whon)^ 
If I but knew him^ with my love and duty 
1 would surrender it. ^ 

Cham. I will, my lord. 

QChamberlaxn goes to the Company, 

Wol What say they } 

Cham. Such a one they all confess. 
There is, indeed -, which they would have your grace 
Find out, and he will take it. 

WoL Let me see then. — , 
By all your good leaves^ gentlemen :-— Here PU make 
My royal choice. 

King. YouVe found him, cardinal :*— 

[The KiWG unmashs-'^l rise and bau). 
You hold a fair assembly ^ yoa do well, lord : 
You are a churchman^ or, Til tell you, cardinal, 
I should judge now unhappily. 

Wol, 1 am glad, 
Your grace is grown so pleasant. 

King. My lord chamberlain^ 
What fair lady s that ? 

Cham. An*t please your grace^ Sir Thomas Bul- 
len's daughter. 
The Viscount Rochford, one of her highness* women. 

King, By Heaven^ s^ is a dainty one— >Sweet« 
heart — 
I were unmannerly^ to tajce you out, 

[To Akne Bullen. 
And not to kiss you. — A health, gentlemen. 
Let it go round. 

Wol, Sir Thomas Lovel, is the banquet ready 
I' the privy chamber ? 

Lov. Yes, my lord. 

Wol. Your grace, 
I fear, is a little heated. 

King. I fear, too much. 

WcX. There 's Aresber air, my lord. 
In the next chamber. 
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King. Lead in your ladies, every one— Nay, 
come; 
I must not yet forsake you : let's be merry 3 
Good my lord cardinal^ I've half a dozen healths 
To drink to these fair ladies^ and a measure 
To lead them once again ; 
Which being ended, they shall all go sleep : 
Then this, which doth a happy vision seem. 
May be a^in repeated in a dream. 

[Flourish of Drums and Trumpets.'] 
[Exeunt Wolsey, wtk Lights, the King and 
Annb Bullen^ Chamberlain, Nor- 
folk, and Suffolk, Lord Sands, and 
Lady Denny, Cromwell, Ttvo Pages, 
LovEL and Guildford, and the rest of 
the Guests* 



ACT THE SECOND. 



SCENE I. 



ji Street. 

A Bell tolls, and muffled Drums beat. 

Enter Guards, Tipstaves, Lovel, Executioner, 
Buckingham, Guildford, Gentlemen, and 
Guards. 

Buck. You that thus far have come to pity me. 
Hear what I say, and tlien go home and lose me. 
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I have this day received a traitor's judgmentj 
And by that nan^e must die ; yet Heaven bears wit- 
ness^ 
And, if 1 have a conscience, let it sink me, 
Even as the axe falls, if I be not faithful ! 
The law I bear no malice for my de^th, 
'T has done> upon the premises, but justice ; 
Bat those^ that sought it, I could wish more Chris- 
tians: 
Be what they will, I heartily forgive them. 
For further life in this world I ne'er hope. 
Nor will 1 cue, although the king have mercies 
More than I dare make faults. You few, that 

loved me. 
And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham, 
His noble friends, and fellows, whom to leave 
Is only bitter to him, only dying, 
Go with me, like good angels, to ray end ; 
And, as the long divorce of steel falls on me. 
Make of your prayers one sweet sacrifice. 
And lift my soul to heaven. IBdi tollsJ] Lead on. 

Lov. I cfo beseech your grace, for charity, 
If ever any malice in your heart 
Were hid against me, now to forgive me frankly. 

Buck. Sir Thomas Lovel, I as free forgive you. 
As I would be forgiven. 
Commend me to his grace ; 
And if he speak of Buckingham, 'pray, tell him. 
You met him half in heaven; my vows and prayers 
Yet are the king's ; and, till my soul forsake me. 
Shall cry for blessings on him : May he live 
Longer than 1 have time to tell his years ! 
Ever beloved, and loving, may his rule be! 
And, when old time shall lead him to his end. 
Goodness and he fill up one monument! 

Lov. To the water side I must conduct your grace, 
Then give my charge up to Sir Nicholas VaUX, 
Who undertakes you to your end. 

(;2 
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GuSd, Prepare there; 
The duke is coining; see the barge be ready : 
And fit it with such furniture as suits 
The greatness of his person. 

Buck. Nay^ Sir Henry^ 
Let it alone ; my state now will but mock me. 
When I came hitheri I was lord high constable^ 
And Duke of Buckingham ; now, poor Edward Bo- 

hun : 
Yet I am richer than my base accusers. 
That never knew what truth meant : 
My noble father, Henry of Buckingham, 
Who first raised head against usurping Richard, 
Flying for succour to his servant Banister, 
Being distress'd, was by that wretch betray'd. 
And without trial fell : I had my trial. 
And must needs say a noble one ; which makes me 
A little happier than my wretched father : 
Yet thus far we are one in fortunes, — ^Both 
Fell by our servants, by those men we loved most: — 
Heaven has an end in all : Yet, you that hear me. 
This from a dying man receive as certain ; 
Where you are liberal of your loves, and counsels. 
Be sure, you be not loose; for those you make 

friends. 
And give your hearts to, when they once perceive 
The least rub in your fortunes, fall away 
Like water from ye, never found again. 
But where they mean to sink you. ^Tke bell tolls. 

All good people. 
Pray for me ! I must now forsake you ; the last hour 
Of my long weary life is come upon me. 
Farewell : 

And when you would say something that is sad, 
Remember Buckingham. 

The Bell tolls, — Muffled Drums beat, 
[^Exeunt Guards, Tipstaves, Executioner, 
Buckingham, Lovel, Guildford, Gen- 
tlemen, and Guards. 
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SCENE II. 

An Antichamber in the Palace. 

Enter Norfolk and Suffolk, meeting the Cham- 
berlain. 

Nor, Well met, my lord chamberlain. 

Cham, Good day to both your graces. 

Suf. How is the king employed ? 

Cham, I left him private. 
Full of sad thoughts and troubles. 

Nor. What *8 the cause ? 

Cham, It seems the marriage with his brother's 
wife 
Has crept too. near his conscience. 

/So/*. No, his conscience 
Has crept too near another lady. 

Nor. 'Tis so } 
This is the cardinaPs doing, the king-cardinul : 
That blind priest, like the eldest son of fortune, 
Tui-ns what he lists. The king will know him one 
day. 

Suf. Pray Heaven he do! he*ll never know him- 
self else. 

Nor. We had need pray, 
And heartily, for our deliverance ; 
Or this imperious man will work us all 
From princes into pages. Let us in ; 
And, with some other business, put the king 
From these sad thoughts, that work too much upon 

him: 
My lord, you *11 bear us company ? 

Cham, Excuse me ; 
The king hath sent mc other where : besides 
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You*ll find a most unfit time to disturb him: 
Health to your lordships. lEsit Chamberlaik. 
Sujl See, the king ! 

Enter the Kimg^ reading pensivelt/. 

How sad he looks ! sure, he is much afflicted. 

King, Who's there^ ha ! 

Nor. Tray Heaven^ he be not angry. 

King, Who's there, I say ? How dare you thrust 
yourselves 
Into my private meditations } 
Who am I ? ha ! 

Nor. A gracious king^ that pardons all offences, 
Malice ne'er meant: our breach of duty, this way, 
Is business of estate; in which we come 
To know your royal pleasure. 

King, You are too bold 5 
Go to j I'll make you know your times of business; 
Is this an hour for temporal a&irs ? ha ! 
Enter Wolsey, and Cardinal Campeius^ vdth a 

Commission, 
Who's there? my good lord cardinal? — O my Wolsey, 
The quiet of my wounded conscience. 
Thou art a cure fit for a king. — ^You're welcome. 
Most learned reverend sir, into our kingdom j 
Use us, and it : — ^My good lord, have great care 
I be not found a talker. 

WoL Sir, you cannot. 
I would your grace would give us but an hour 
Of private conference. 

King. We are busy 3 go. 

Nor, This priest has no pride in him ! 

Siif. Not to speak of ; 
I would not be so sick though, for his place : 
But this cannot continue. \ Aside, 

Nor, If it do, 
I'll venture one heave at him, 

Sijf. I another. 
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King, Go. lExeunt Suffolk awe? Norfolk. 

Wol, Your grace has given a precedent of wisdom^ 
Above all princes, in committing freely 
.Your scruple to the voice of Christendom : 
Who can be angry now ? what envy reach you ? 
The Spaniard, tied by blood and favour to her. 
Must now confess, if they have any goodness, 
The trial just and noble. All the clerks, 
I mean the learned ones, in Christian kingdoms. 
Have their free voices: Rome, the nurse of judg- 
ment, 
Invited by your noble self, hath sent 
One ^nersd tongue unto us, this good man^ 
This just and learned priest, Cardinal Campelus; 
Whom, once morc^ I present unto yi^r highness. 

King, In mine arms I bid him welcome. 
And thank the holy conclave for their loves ; 
They've sent me such a man I would have wish*d for. 
Cam. Your grace must needs deserve all strangers' 
loves. 
You are so noble : To your highness* hand 
I tender my commission 5 by whose virtue, — 
(The court of Rome commanding,)-^you, my lord 
Cardinal of York, are join'd with mc their servant. 
In the unpartial judging of this business. 

King. Two equal men. The queen shall be ac- 
quainted 
Forthwith, for what you come. — Where's Gardiner? 

JVoL I know your majesty always loved her 
So dear in heart, not to deny her that 
A woman of less place might ask by law. 
Scholars, allowM freely to argue for her. 

King, Ay, and the best she shall have; and my 
favour 
To him that does best; Heaven forbid else! Cardinal, 
'Pr*ythee, call Gardiner to me, my new secretary ^ 
I find him a tit fellow. 
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WoLSEY gots out, and returns xvith Gardiner. 

WoL Give me your hand 3 much joy and favour 
to you ; 
You ore the king's now. 

Gard, But to be commanded 
For ever by your grace^ whose hand has raised me. 

£Aside, 

King. Come hither^ Gardiner. 

[^Walks, and whispers iioith him. 

Cam, My Lord of York, was not one Doctor Pace 
In this man's place before him ? 

Wol, Yes, he was. 

Cam. Was he not held a learned man ? ' 

WoU Yes, Mirely. 

Cam, Believe me, there *s an ill opinion spread then 
Even of yourself, lord cardinal. 

Wol. How ! of me ? 

Cam. They will not stick to say, you envied him ; 
And, fearing he would rise, he was so virtuous. 
Kept him a foreign man still, which so grieved him. 
That he ran mad, and died. 

Wol. Heav'n's peace be with him ! 
That's Christian care enough ! for living murmurers. 
There 's places of rebuke. He was a fool ; 
For he would needs be virtuous : That good fellow. 
If I command him, follows my appointment; 
I will have none so near else. Learn this, brother. 
We live not to be griped by meaner persons. 

King, Deliver this with modesty to the queen. 

[_Eait Gardiner. 
The most convenient place that I can think of. 
For such receipt of learning, is Blackfriars : 
There ye shall meet about this weighty business: — 
My Wokey, see it furnish*d. — O, my lord, 
Would it not grieve an able man, to leave 
So sweet a bedfellow? But, conscience, conscience,-^ 
O, 'tis a tender place, and I must leave her. [Exuent. 
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SCENE III. 



An Antichamher of the Queen*s Apartments, 



Enter Lady Denny and Anne BuLLENt 

Anne, Not for that neither: — Here 's the pang that 
pinches : 
His highness having lived so long with her! and she 
So good a lady, that no tongue could ever 
PronoQBce disbiononr of her : — 
I swear 'tis better to be lowly bom> 
And range with humble livers in content^ 
Than to be perk*d up in a glistering grief» 
And wear a golden sorrow : — 
Who would on such conditions be a queen ^ 

La^ D* Beshrew me, I would ; so would you« 
For all this spice of your hypocrisy. 
Anne, Nay, good troth, — 
Ladi/ 2). Yes, troth and troth,«— -You would not 

be a queen ? 
Anne. No, not for all the riches under heaven. 
Ladtf D« A threepence bow'd would hire me. 
Old as I am, to queen it : But, I pray you, 
-What think you of a duchess } have you limbs 
To bear that load of title ? 

Anne. No, in truth. 
• Ladi/ D. 1 would not be a young count in your 

way, 
For more than blushing comes to. 

Anne, How you do talk ! 
1 swear again, I would not be a cjueen 
For all the world. 
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Lady D, In faiths for little England 
You 'd venture an emballing : I myseli^ 
Would for Carnarvonshire, although there ^ong'd 
No more to the crown but that. — Lo, who comes 
here } 

Enter the Chamberlain. 

Cham, Good- morrow, ladies. What wer*t worth 
to know 
The secret of your conference ? 

Anne, My good lord. 
Our mistress' sorrows we were pitying. 

Cham. It was a gentle business, and becoming 
The action of good women : there is hope 
All will be well. 

Anne, Now I pray Heaven, amen ! 

Cham. You bear a gentle mind, and heavenly 
blessings 
Follow such creatures. That you may, fair lady, 
Perceive I speak sincerely, 
The king's majesty 

Commends his good opinion of you, and 
Does purpose honour to you no less flowing 
Than Marchioness of Pembroke ; to which title 
A thousand pounds a-year, annual support. 
Out of his grace he adds. 

Anne, I do not know 
What kind of my obedience I should tender ; 
More tlian my all is nothing. 
* Beseech your lordship. 

Vouchsafe to speak my thanks, and my obedience. 
As from a blushing handmaid, to his highness, 
Whose health and royalty I pray for. 

Cka%. Lady, 
I shall not fail to approve the fair conceit 
The king hath of you. — I have perused her well ; 
Beauty and honour in her are so mingled. 
That they have caught tlie king: And who knows 
yet, 
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But from this lady may proceed a gem» 
To lighten all this isle ?—- I'll to the king. 
And say I spoke with you. 

Anne, My honour*d lord. [Ejt// Chamberlain. 

Lady D, The Marchioness of Pembroke! 
A thousand pounds a year ! for pure respect ; 
No otKer obligation : By my life. 
That promises more thousands : — By this time, 
1 know your limbs will bear a duchess : — Say, 
Are you not stronger than you were ? 

Anne. Grood lady, 
Make yourself mirth with your particular fancy. 
And leave me out on't. 'Would I had no being. 
If this salute my blood a jot: it faints me. 
To think what follows.—^ 
The queen is comfortless, and we forgetful 
In our long absence : 'pray, do not ddiver 
What here you've heard, to her. 

Lady D, What do you think me ? [ ^^^nt. 



SCENE IV. 



A Hall in Black Friars, 

Flourish of Trumpets and Drutns. 

The Court sitting/or the Trial of Qve^ix Katharine 
"^The King, Wolsey, Campeius, Norfolk, 
Suffolk, Chamberlain, Lovel, Cromwell, 
Bishops, Judges, Gentlemen and Ladies, 
Clerk of the Courts Officers anc? Guards, dis^ 
covered, 

Wol. Whilst our commission from Rome is read. 
Let silence be commanded. 

D 
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King. What's the need ? 
It hath already publicly been read, 
And on all sides the authority allowed : 
You may then spare that time. 

WoL Be*t so : — Proceed, 

Crom. Say, Henry, King of England, come into 
the court. 

Clerk, Henry King of England, &c. 

King, Here. 

Crom, Say, Katharine, Queen of England, come 
into the court. 

Clerk, Katharine, Queen of England, &c. 

Enter the Queen, preceded by Guildford, xaith a 
Cushion, tohich he places; then the Queen A^itee^. 

Queen. Sir, I desire you do me right and justice, 
And to bestow your pity on me; for 
I am a most poor woman, and a stranger. 
Born out of your dominions : having here 
No judge indifferent, nor no more assurance 
Of equal friendship and proceeding. — [^She rises,] — 

Alas, sir. 
In what have I offended you ? what cause 
JHath my behaviour given to your displeasure, 
That thus you should proceed to put me off. 
And take your good grace from me? Heaven witness, 
1 have been to you a true and humble wife. 
At all times to your will conformable. 
Sir, call to mind, 

That I have been your wife, in this obedience, 
Uj)ward of twenty years, and have been blees'd 
With many children by you : It', in the course 
And process of this time, you can report. 
And prove it too, against mine honour aught. 
My bond to wedlock, or my love and duty 
Against your sacred person, in God's name. 
Turn nje away ; and let the fouFst contempt 
Shut door upon nic^ and so give me up 
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To the sharpest kind of justice. Please you, sir, 
The king, your father,>was reputed for 
A prince most prudent, of an excellent 
And unmatchM wit and judgment ; Ferdinand, 
My father. King of Spain, was reckon'd one 
The wisest prince that there had reign'd by many 
A year before : It is not to be questioned 
That they had gathered a wise council to them 
Of every reahn, that did debate this business. 
Who deem'd our marriage lawful: "Wherefore I 

humbly « 

Beseech you, sir, to spare me, till I may 
Be by my friends in Spain advised 5 whose counsel 
I will implore : If, not, i* the name of Heaven, 
Your pleasure be fulfiUM ! 

Wot. You have here, lady, 
And of your choice, these reverend fathers ; men 
Of singular integrity and learning. 
Yea, the elect of the land, who are assembled 
To plead your cause : It shall be therefore bootless 
That longer you defer the court ! as weU 
For your own quiet, as to rectify 
What is unsettled in the king. 

Cam, His grace 
Hath spoken well, and justly : therefore, madam. 
It's fit this royal session do proceed ; 
And that, without delay, their arguments 
Be now produced, and heard. 

Queen. Lord Cardinal,— [Campeius rises. 

To you I speak. 

IVol. Your pleasure, madam } [ Wolsey advances. 
Queen. Sir, 
I am about to weep ; but, thinking that 
We are a queen, (or long have dreamM so,) certain. 
The daughter of a king, my drops of tears 
1*11 turn to sparks of fir6— 
fVol. Be patient yet. 
Queen. I will when you are humble ; nay, before, 
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^ Or Heaven will punish me. I do believe. 
Induced by potent circnm stances, that 
You are mine enemy: and make my challenge. 
You shall not be my judge ; for it is you 
Have blown this coal betwixt my lord and me^ — 
Which Heaven's dew quench! — Therefore, I say 

again, 
I utterly abhor, yea, from my soul, 
Refuse you for my judge ; wliom, yet once more, 
I hold my most malidous foe, and think not 
At all a friend to truth. 

fVoL Madam, you do me wrong : 
1 have no spleen against you -, nor injustice 
For you, or any : how far I have proceeded. 
Or how far further shall, is warranted 
By a commission from the consistory, 
Yea, the whole consistory of Rome. You charge me. 
That I have blown this coal : I do deny it : 
The king is present : If it be known to him. 
That I gainsay my deed, how may he wound. 
And worthily, my falsehood ! yea, as much 
' As you have done my truth. 
In him 

It lies, to cure me : and the cure is, to 
Remove these thoughts from you : The which before 
His highness shall speak in, I do beseech 
You, gracious madam, to unthink your speaking. 
And to say so no more. 

Queen, My lord, my lord, 
I am a simple woman, much too weak 
To oppose your cunning. You*re meek, and humble- 

mouth'd ; 
You sign your place and calling, in full seeming^ 
With meekness and humility : but your heart 
Is cramm'd with arrogancy, spleen, and pride ; 
That again 

I do refuse you for my judge ; — and here. 
Before you all, appeal unto the pope, 
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To bring my whole cause 'fore his holiae«s^ 
And to be judged by him. 

[^She courtesies to the Kino, and offer$ lo depart, 

Ca77?. The queen is obsjtinate, 
Stubborn to justice, apt to accuse it^ and 
Disdainful to be tried by it ^ 'tis not well. 
She's going away. 

King, Call her again. 

CUrk, Katharine, Queen of England, come into 
the court. 

Guild* Madam, you are call'd back. 

Queen. What need you note it ? Tray you, keep 
your way : , •': 
When you are ealVd, return : — ^Now the Lord help. 
They vex me past my patience 1— 'Pray you, pass 

on. — 
I will not tarry : no, nor ever more. 
Upon this business^ my appearance make 
In any of their courts. 

[^Exeunt Guildford andtheQ,\JKv.TX, 

King. Go thy ways, Kate : 
That man i' the world, who shall report he has 
A better wife, let him in naught be trusted. 
For speaking false in that : Thou art, alone. 
The queen of earthly queens : — She's noble born ; 
And, like her true nobility, she has 
Carried herself towards me. 

Wol, Most gracious sir, 
In humblest manner I require your highness. 
That it shall please you to declare, in hearing • 
Of all these ears, (for where I'm robb*d and bound, 
There must I be unloosed,) whether ever I 
Did broach this business to your highness 5 or 
Laid any scruple in your way, which might 
Induce you to the question on't. 

King. My lord cardinal, 
I do excuse you 5 yea, upon mine honour, 

D 2 
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I free you from*t. You are not to be taught. 

That you have many enemies^ that know not 

Why they are so, but, like to village curs, 

Bark when their fellows do : by some of these 

The queen is put in anger. You're excused -, — 

But will you be more justified ? — you ever 

Have wished the sleeping of this business ; 

And oft have hinder'd, oft. 

The passages made toward it : on my honour 

I speak, my good lord cardinal, to this point, 

And thus far clear him. Now, what mov'd me to't,— 

^Thus it came ; — ^give heed to't : — 

My conscience first received a tenderness. 

Scruple, and prick, on certain speeches utterM 

By the bishop of Bayonne, then Frendi embassador. 

For no dislike i' the world against the person 

Of our good queen : 

Prove but our marriage lawful, by my life. 

And kingly dignity, we are contented 

To wear our mortal state to come, with her, 

Katharine our queen, before the primest creature 

That*8 paragoned o' the world. 

Cam, So please your highness. 
The queen being absent, tis a needful fitness 
That we adjourn this court to further day : 
Meanwhile must be an earnest motion 
Made to the queen, to call back her appeal 
She intends unto his holiness. 

King. Break up the court. — \_The King rises, 
Tliese cardinals trifle with me : I abhor 
This dilatory sloth and tricks of Rome. — 
My learn'd and well-beloved servant, Cranmer, 
Tr'ythee, return ! with thy approach, I know. 
My comfort comes along. — Break up the court. 
[Flourish of Drums and Trumpets. — Scene closes. 
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ACT THE THIRD. 



SCENE I. 



An Antkhamber in the K ing's Apaiimenls, 

Enter Norfolk, Suffolk, the Earl of Surrey, 

and Chamberlain. 

Nor. If you will now unite in your complaints. 
And force them with a constancy, the cardinal 
Cannot stand under them. 

Sur. I am joyful 
To meet the least occasion that may give me 
Remembrance of my father-in-law, the duke, 
To be revenged on him. 

Stif, Which of the peers 
Have uncontemn*d gone by him, or at least 
Strangely neglected ? when did he regard 
The stamp of nobleness in any person. 
Out of himself ? 

Cham, My lords, if you cannot 
Bar his access to the king, never attempt 
Any thing on him ; for he hath a witchcraft 
Over the king in his tongue. 

Nor, O, fear him not 5 
His spell in that is out : the king hath found 
Matter against him, that for ever mars 
The honey of his language : 
In the divorce, his contrary proceedings 
Are all unfolded ; wherein he appears 
As I would wii^h mine enemy. 
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Sur, How came k 

His practices to light ? ^ 

5m/I Most strangely. 

Sur. O liow, how? 

iStf/*. The cardinal's letters to the pope miscarried, 
And came to the eye o* the king : wherein was read, 
How that the cardinal did entreat his holiness 
To stay the judgment o' the divorce : For if 
It did take place, I do, quoth he, perceive 
Mi/ king is entangled in affection to 
A creature of the queens^ Lady Anne BuUen, 

Sur, Has the king this ? 

Suf. Believe it. 

Sur. Will this work ? 

Cham. The king in this perceives him, how he 
coasts^ 
And hedges^ his own way. But in this point 
All his tricks founder^ and he brings his physic 
After his patient's death : the king already 
Hath married the fair lady. 

Sur. But will the king 
Digest this letter of the cardinal's } 

Suf. No, no. — 
Cardinal Campeius 

Is stolen away to Rome 5 hath ta'en no leave ; 
Has left the cause o' the king unhandled ; and 
Is posted, as the agent of our cardinal. 
To second all his plot. I do assure you. 
The king cried, Ha! at this. 

Nor, But, my lord, 
When returns Cranmer ? 

Suf, He is returned, in his opinions j which 
Have satisfied the king for his divorce : 
Shortly, I believe. 

His second marriage shall be published, and 
Anne's coronation. Katharine no more 
Shall be call'd queen, but princess dowager. 
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And widow to Prince Arthur.— 
The cardinaL — 

Enter Wolsey and Cromwell. 

Nor, Observe, observe, he's moody. 

WoL The packet, Cromwell, 
Gave 't you to the king ? 

Crom, To his own hand, in his bedchamber. 

fVvL Look'd he o* the inside of the paper ? 

Crom. Presently 
He did unseal them : and the first he vicwM, 
He did it with a serious mind ; a heed 
Was in his countenance : You he bade 
Attend him here this morning. 

WoL Is he ready 
To come abroad ? 

Crom. I tluhk by this he is. 

fVoL Leave me a while. — [^Exit Cromwell. 
It shall be to the Duchess of Alen^on^ 
The French king's sister : he shall marry her.— 
Anne Bullen ! No 5 I'll no Anne Bullei^s for him : 
There's more in't than fair visage. — ^Bullen ! 
No, we'll no BuUens ! — Speedily I wish 
To hear from Rome. — The Marchioness of Pem- 
broke! — 

Nor, He's discontented. 

Suf. May be, he hears the king 
Does whet his anger to him. 

Sur, Sharp enough, 
Lord, for thy justice ! 

Wol, The late queen's gentlewoman, a knight's 
daughter. 
To be her mistress' mistress ! the queen's queen ! — 
This candle burns not clear : 'tis I must snuff it 3 
Then, out it goes. — What though I know her vir- 
tuous, 
And well deserving ? yet I know her for 
A spleeny Lutheran, and not wholesome to 
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Our cause, — that she should lie i' the bosom of 
Our hard-ruled king ! Again, there is sprung up 
A heretic, an arch one, Cranmer ; one 
Hath crawl'd into the favour of the king, 
And is his oracle. 

Nor, He is vex'd at something. 

Sur, 1 would, *twere something that would fret 
the string. 
The master cord of his heart. 

Suf. The king ! the king ! 

Enter the King, tcith a Letter in his Hand, and read- 
ing a Schedtde, 

King, What piles of wealth hath he accumulated 
To his own portion ! and what expense by the hour 
Seems to flow from him ! How, i' the name of thrift. 
Does he rake this together ? — ^Now, my lordSj 
Saw you the cardinal ? 

Nor, My lord, we have 
Stood here observing him : some strange commotion 
Is in his brain : 
In most strange postures 
We've seen him set himself. 

King, It may well be; 
There is a mutiny in hii3 mind. — If we did think 
His contemplations were above the earth. 
And fix'd on spiritual objects, he should still 
Dwell in his musings 5 but, I am afraid. 
His thinkings are below the moon. 

[The King signs to the Chamberlain, ijoho 

goes to WOLSEY. 

JVoL Heaven forgive me ! — 
And ever bless your highness I 

Ki?tg. Good my lord, 
You're full of heavenly stuff, and bear the inventory 
Of your best graces in your mind ; the which 
You were now running o*er ; you have scarce time 
To steal from spiritual leisure a brief span, 
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To keep your earthly audit : Sure, in that 
I deem you an ill husband -, and am glad 
To have you therein ray companiou. 

Wol. Sir, 
For holy offices 1 have a time; a time 
To think upon the part of business, which 
I bear i' the state ; and nature does require 
Her times of preservation, which perforce, 
I, her frail son, among my brethren mortal. 
Must give my tendance to. 

King. You have said well. 

fVou And ever may your highness yoke together, 
As I will lend you cause, my doing well 
With my well saying ! 

King, 'Tis well said again : 
And 'tis a kind of good deed to say well : 
And yet words are no deeds. My father loved you : 
He said he did 5 and with his deed did crown 
His word upon you. Sint:e I had my office, 
I've kept you next my heart | have not alone 
Employed you where high profits might come home> 
Bnt pared my present havings, to bestow 
My bounties upon you. 

fVol, What should this mean ? [^ Aside. 

Sur. Now Heaven increase this business! ^Aside. 

King. Have I not made you 
The prime man of the state ? I pray you, tell mc. 
If what I now pronounce, you have found true; 
And, if you may confess it, say withal, 
If you are bound to us, or no ? What say you ? 

fVol, My sovereign, I confess, your royal graces, 
Shower'd on me daily, have been more than could 
My studied purposes requite j which went 
Beyond all man*s endeavours : my endeavours 
Have ever come too short of my desires. 
Yet, fiird with my abilities : — I profess, 
That for your highness' good I ever laboured 
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More than mine own ; that am> have^ and will be. 
Though all the world should crack their duty to yoa, 
And throw it from their souls 3 though perils did 
Aliound, as thick as thought could make them, and 
Ap(>ear in forms more horrid ; yet my duty^ 
As doth a rock against the chiding flood. 
Should the approach of this wild river break. 
And stand unshaken yours. 

King. 'Tis nohly spoken : 
Take notice, lords^ he has a loyal breast. 
For you have seen him open*t. — Read o'er this j 

[Giving him Papers. 
And after, this : and then to breakfast^ with 
'What appetite you have. 

[^Exit the KinG, frowning upon Wolsby ; the 
Nobles foilotoing him, whispering and 
smiling, 
Wol, What should this mean V 
He parted frowning from me, as if ruin 
Leap'd from his eyes : So looks the chafed lion 
Upon the daring huntsman that has gaird him^ 
Then makes him notlung. I ^lust read this pa{)er; 
I fear the story of his anger. — *Tis so ; 
This paper has undone me : — 'Tis the account 
Of all that world of wealth I've drawn together 
For mine own ends 5 indeed, to gain the popedom, 
And fee my friends in Rome. O negligence. 
Fit for a fool to fall by ! What cross devil 
Made me put this main secret in the packet 
I sent the king ? Is there no way to cure this ? 
No new device to beat this from his brains ? 
I know, 'twill stir him strongly ; yet I know 
A way, if it take right, in spite of fortune 
Will bring me off again. What's this — To tf^e Pope? 
The letter, as I live, with all the business 
I writ to his holiness. Nay then, farewell ! 
I've touched the highest point of all my greatness ; 
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IVnd^ from the full meridian of my glory» 
[ haste how to my setting ; I shall fall 
Like a bright exhalation in the evening. 
And no man see me more. 

Ew/er Norfolk, Suffolk, Surrey, and 

CHAMBERLillN. 

Nor. Hear the king's pleasure, cardinal : who com-* 
mands you 
To render the great seal presently 
Into our hands ; and to confine yourself' 
To Esher House, my Lord of Winchester's, 
Till you hear further from his highness. 

WoL Stay,— 
Where's your commission^ lords? words cannot carry 
Authority so mighty. 

Sfif, Who dare cross them ? 
Bearing the king's will from his mouth expressly ? 
WoL Till I find more than will, or words, to do it, 
(I mean your malice,) know, officious lords, 
1 dare, and must deny it. — ^Now I feel 
Of what coarse metal ye are moulded, — envy. 
How eagerly ye follow my disgraces. 
As' if it fed ye ! and how sleek and wanton 
Ye appear in every thing may bring my ruin ! 
Follow your envious courses, men of malice ; 
You've Christian warrant for them, and, no doubt, 
In time will find their fit rewards. — ^That seal. 
You ask with such a violence, the king 
(Mine, and your master,) with his own hand gave me: 
Bade me enjoy it, with the place and honours. 
During my life; and, to confirm his goodness. 
Tied it by letters patent : Now, who '11 take' it ? 
Sur. The king, that gave it. 
WoL It must be himself then. 
Sur. Thou'rt a proud traitor, priest. 
Wol. Proud lord, thou liest : — 

* E 
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Within these fbrtj hours, Surrey durst better 
Have burnt that tongue, than said so. 

Sur, Thy ambition. 
Thou scarlet sin, robbM this bewailing land 
Of noble Buckingham, my father-in-law : 
The heads of all thy brother cardinals, 
(With thee, and all thy best parts bound together,) 
Weigh'd not a hair of his. Plague of your policy ! 
You sent me deputy for Ireland ; 
Far from his succour, from the king, from all 
That might have mercy on his fault thou*gavest him; 
W^hilst your great goc^ness, out of holy pity. 
Absolved him with an axe. 

WoL This, and all else 
This talking lord can lay upon my credit, 
1 answer, is most false. The duke, by law. 
Found his deserts : how innocent I was 
From any private malice in his end. 
His noble jury and foul cause can witness* 
If I loved many words, loi^, I should tell you. 
You have as little honesty as honour ; 
That 1, i' the way of loyalty and truth 
Toward the king, my ever royal master. 
Dare mate a sounder man than Surrey can be. 
And all that love his follies. 

Sur, Your long coat, priest, protects you. 
My lords. 

Can you endure to hear this arrogance } 
And from this fellow ? If we live thus tamely. 
To be thus jaded by a piece of scarlet. 
Farewell nobility ; let his grace go forward, 
And dare us with his cap, like larks. 

fVoL All goodness 
Is poison to thy stomach. 

Sur, Yes, that goodness 
Of gleaning all the land's wealth into one. 
Into your own hands, cardinal, by extortion 5 
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The gobdnesd of your iatercepted packets^ ' 

You Mtrit to the pope^ against the king : your good^ 

nessy 
Since you provoke me, shall be most notorious^ — 
My lord of Norfolk, 

Produce the grand sum of his sins, the articles 
Collected from his life :<"- I'll startle you 
Worse than the sacring bell, when the brown wench 
liay kissing in your arms^ lord cardinal. 

Wol. How much^ methinks, I could despise this 
man. 
But that I*m bound in charity against it ! 

Nor, Those articles^ my lord, are in the king's 
hfuul': 
But, thus much, they are foul ones. 

JFoL So much fairer. 
And spotless, shall my innocence arise^ 
When the king knows my truth. 

Sur, This cannot save you : 
I thank my memory, I yet remember 
Some of these articles, and out they shall. 
Now, if you can blush, and cry guilty, cardinal. 
You'll show a little honesty. 

Wol^ Speak on, sir ; 
I dare your worst objections : if I blush. 
It is to see a nobleman want manners. 

Sur» rd rather want those than my head. Have 
at you. 
First, that, without the king's assent, or knowledge. 
You wrought to be a legate; by which power 
You maim'd the jurisdiction of all bishops. 

Nor. Then, that, in all you writ to Rome, or else 
To foreign princes. Ego et rex meus 
Was still inscribed ^ in which you brought the king 
To be your servant. 

Siif. That out of mere ambition, you have caused 
Your holy hat to be stamped on the king's coin. 
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Stfr.Then, that youVe sent innumerable Bubstance, 
(By what means got I leave ta your own couscknoe,) 
To furnish Rome, and to prepare the ways 
You have for dignities — 
Many more there are -, 
Which, since they are of you, and odious, 
I will not taint my mouth with. 

Cham, Of my lord, 
Press not a falling man too far ; 
His faults lie open to the laws ; let them. 
Not you, correct him. — My heart weeps to see him 
So little of his great self. 

Sur, I fDrgive him. 

Nor, And so well leave you to your meditations 
How to live better. For your stubborn answer. 
About the giving back the great seal to U8» 
The king shall know it, and, no doubt, shall thank 

you : — 
So fare you well, my little good lord cardinal. 

[^Exeunt Norfolk, Suffolk, Surrey, and 
Chamberlain. 

JVol, Farewell, a long farewell, to all my great- 
ness! 
This is the state of man -, to-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hope, to-morrow blossoms. 
And bears his blushing honours thick upon him : 
The third day, comes a frost, a killing frost ; 
And, when he thinks, good easy man ! full surely 
His greatness is a ripening, — nips his root. 
And then he falls, as I do. I have ventured. 
Like little wanton boys, that swim on bladders. 
These many summers in a sea of glory ; 
But far beyond my depth : my high-blown pride 
At length broke under me ; and now has left me^ 
Weary, and old with service, to the mercy 
Of a rude stream, that must for ever hide me. 
Vain pomp, and glory of this world, 1 hate ye j 
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x 

I f^ my heart new opened : O^ how wretched 
Is tiULt -poor man that hangs on princes* favours ! 
There is, hetwixt that smile we would aspire to, 
Thiit sweet aspect of princes, and our ruin. 
More pangs and fears than wars or women have ; 
And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 
Never to hope again. — 

Enter Cromwell. 

Why, how now, Cromwell ? 

Crom, I have no power to speak, sir. 

WoL What, amazed 
At my misfortunes ? can thy spirit wonder 
A great man should decline ? Nay, an you weep, 
I*m fallen indeed. 

Crom, How does your grace ? 

WoL Why, well 5 
Never so truly happy, my good Cromwell. 
I know myself now ; and I feel within me 
A peace above all earthly dignities, 
A still and quiet conscience. 

Crom. I'm giad your grace has made that right 
use of it. 

WoL I hope I have : I'm able now, methinks. 
Out of a fortitude of soul, I feel, 
To endure more miseries, and greater far. 
Than my weak-hearted enemies dare offer. 
What news abroad ? 

Crom. The heaviest, and the worst. 
Is your displeasure with the king. 

fVol» God bless him ! 

Crom. The next is, that Sir Thomas More is chosen 
Lord chancellor in your place. 

PTol, That's somewhat sudden : 
But he*s a learned man. May he continue 
Long in his highness* favour, and do justice 
For tnith*8 sake and his conscience, that his bones/ 

£ 2 
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When he has ran his course, and sleeps in bkasings, 
May have a tomb of orphans' tears wept on them I— 
Wlmt more } 

Crom. That Cranmer b returned with welcome, 
installed lord archbishop of Canterbury. 

B^'oL That's news indeed ! 

Cram. Liast, that the Lady Anne, 
Whom the king hath in secrecy long married. 
This day was viewed in open as his queen. 
Going to chapel; and the voice is now 
Only about her coronation. 

tVol. There was the weight that pull*d me down, 
O Cromwell ! 
The king has gone beyond me, all my glories 
In that one woman 1 have lost for ever : 
No sun shall ever usher forth mine honours. 
Or gild again the noble troops that waited 
Upon my smiles. Go, get thee from me, Cromwell; 
I am a poor fallen man, unworthy now 
To be thy lord and master : Seek the king : 
1 have told him 

What, and how true thou art : he will advance thee ; 
Some little memory of me will stir him, 
(I know his noble nature,) not to let 
Thy hopeful service perish too : Gro, Cromwell. 

Crom, O my lord. 
Must I then leave you ? must I needs forego 
So good, so noble, and so true a master ? — 
Bear witness, all that have not hearts of iron. 
With what a sorrow Cromwell leaves his lord. — 
The king shall have my service, but my prayers 
For ever, and for ever, shall be yours. 

IVol, Cromwell, I did not think to shed a tear 
In all my miseries ; but thou hast forced me, 
Out of thy lionest truth, to play the woman. 
Let's dry our eyes : And thus far hear me, Crom- 
well 5 
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indj — when I am forgotten « as I shall be, 
Aind sleep in dull cold marble, where no mention 
3f me more must be heard of, — say, I taught thee, 
Say, Wolsey,— that once trod the ways of glory, 
\nd sounded all the depths and shoals of honour.— 
B'ound thee a way, out of his wreck, to rise in ; 
Al sure and safe one, though thy master miss'd it. 
IViark but my fall, and that that ruin'd me. 
Cromwell, I charge thee, fling away ambition *, 
By that sin fell the angels, how can man then, 
The image of his Maker, hope to win by't ? 
Love thyself last : cherish those hearts that hate 

thee ; 
Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace. 
To silence envious tongues. Be just, and fear not : 
Let all the ends thou aim*st at be thy country's. 
Thy God's and truth's 3 then if thou fall'st, O Crom- 
well, 
Thou fall'st a blessed martyr. — Lead me in : 
lliere take an inventory of all 1 have, 
To the last penny 5 'tis the king's : my robe. 
And my integrity to Heaven, is all 
1 dare now call mine own. — O, Cromwell, Cromwell, 
Had I but served my God with half the zeal 
I served my king, he would not in mine age 
Have left nie naked to mine enemies. 

Crom, Good sir, have patience. 

IV0L So I have. Farewell 
The hopes of court ! my hopes in heaven do dwell. 

[^Exeunt, 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE I. 



An Apartment at Kimboiton. 

Enter Katharine, Dowager^ sick, attended by Crom- 
well^ Patience, Agatha, and Cicely^ voho lead 
her to her C/uiir. 

Crom. How does your grace ? 

Kath. O, Cromwell, sick to death : 
My legs, like loaded branches, bow to the earth. 
Willing to leave their burden. — 
Didst thou not tell me, Cromwell, as thou led'st me. 
That the great child of honour, Cardinal Wolsey, 
Was dead ? 

Crom, Yes, madam j but I think your grace. 
Out of the pain you suflTer'd, gave no ear to't. 

Kath. Pr*ythee, good Cromwell, tell me how he 
died : 
If well, he stepp*d before me, happily. 
For my example. 

Crom, Well, the voice goes, madam : 
For after the stout Earl Northumberland 
Arrested him at York, and brought him forward 
(As a man sorely tainted,) to his answer. 
He fell sick suddenly, and grew so ill. 
He could not sit his mule. 

Kath, Alas, poor man ! 

Croin. At last, with easy roads, he came to Leir 
cester ; 
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Lodged in the abbey 5 where the reverend abbots 
With all his convent, honourably received him ; 
To whom he, gave these words, — ** O father abbot. 
An old man, broken with the storms of state. 
Is come to lay his weary bones among ye -, 
Give him a little earth for charity !** 
So went to bed ; where eagerly his sickness 
Pursued him still ; and, three nights after this. 
About the hour of eighty (which he himself 
Foretold should be his last,) full of repentance, 
Continual meditations^ tears, and sorrows. 
He gave his honours to the world again. 
His blessed part to Heaven, and slept in peace. 

Katk. So may he rest ; his faults lie gently on him ! 
Yet thus far, Cromwelli give me leave to speak him. 
And yet with charity — He was a man 
Of an unbounded stomach, ever ranking 
Himself with princes 3 

His promises were, as he then was, mighty ; 
But his performance, as he is now, nothing : 
Of his own body he was ill, and gave 
The clergy ill example. 

Crom. Noble madam. 
Men's evil manners live in brass 5 their virtues 
We write in water. — ^May it please your highness 
To hear me speak his good now ? 

Kath, Yes, good Cromwell 5 
I were malicious else. 

Crom, This cardinal. 
Though from an humble stock, undoubtedly 
Was fashion* d to much honour from his crs^dle : 
He was a scholar, and a ripe and good one $ 
Exceeding wise, fair spoken, and persuading : 
Lofty, and sour, to them that loved him not 5 
But, to those men that sought him, sweet as summer: 
And though he were unsatisfied in getting, 
(Which was a sin,) yet in bestowing, madam. 
He was most princely : Ever witness for him 
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Those twins of learning that he raised in yon, 

Ips^vich and Oxford ! one of which fell with hitOf 

Unwilling to outlive the good he did it ; 

The other, though unfinish'd, yet so famous. 

So excellent in art^ and still so rising, 

That Christendom shall ever speak his virtue. 

His overthrow heaped happiness upon him ; 

For then, and not till then, he felt himself. 

And found the blessedness of being little : 

And, to add greater honours to his age 

Than man could give, him, he died fearing Heaven. 

Kath. After my death, I wish no other herald. 
No other speaker of my living actions. 
To keep mine honour from corruption. 
But such an honest chronicler as Cromwell : 
Whom I most hated living, thou hast made me. 
With thy religious truth and modesty. 
Now in his ashes honour : — Peace be with him !— ? 
Patience, be near me still. — Good Cromwell, 
Cause the musicians play me that sad note 
I named my knell, whilst I sit meditating 
On that celestial harmony I go to. 

Patience sings, — Katharinej^//^ asleep. 

Angels ever bright andjair, 
TaKCy O, take me to your care; 
Speed to your bless* d courts myjlight^ 
Clad in robes of virgin white ! 

Kath. ^IVahes.l Spirits of peace, where are ye? 
Are ye all gone ? 
And leave me here in wretchedness behind ye? 

Crom, Madam, we're here, 

Kath. It is not you I call'd for : — 
Saw ye none enter since I slept ? 

Crom, None, madam. 

Kath. No ! saw you not, even now, a blessed troop 
Invite me to a banquet, whoj^e bright faces 
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Cast thousand beams upon m^, like the sun ? 

They promised me eternal happiness ; 

And brought tnfs garlands, Cromwell, which I feel 

I am not worthy yet to wear 5 I shall 

Assuredly. 

Crom. I am most joyful, madam^ such good dreams 
Possess your fancy. 

Enter Guildford. 

* GuiL An't like your grace, — 

Kath, You are a saucy fellow ; 
Deserve we ho more reverence r 
. Crom, You are to blame. 
Knowing she will not lose her wonted greatness^ 
To use so rude behaviour : go to, kne^. 

GuiL I humbly do entreat your highness* pardon ; 
My haste made me unmannerly : there is staying 
A gentleman, sent from the king, to see you. 
- Kath, Admit him entrance, Cromwell >^But this 

fellow 
Let me ne'er see again. 

[Exeunt Guildford and Cromwell. 

Enter Cromwell and Capucius. 

If my sight fail not, 

You should be lord embassador from the emperor, 

My royal nephew, and your name Capucius. 

Cap, Madam, the same, your servant. 

Kath, O, my lord. 
The times and titles now are alter'd strangely 
With me, since first you knew me. But, 1 pray you, 
What is your pleasure with me ? 

Cap. Noble lady. 
First, mine own service to your grace ; the next. 
The king's request, that I would visit you j 
Who grieves much fqr your weakness, and by me 
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Sends you his princely Qoinniendatioii8« 
And heartily entreats you take good comfort. 

Kath, Oy my good lord, that comfort comes too 
late: 
'Tis like a pardon after execution ; 
That gentle physic, given in time, had cured me ; 
But now I*m past all comforts here, but prayers- 
How does his highness ? 

Cap, Madam, in good health. 

Kath, So may he ever do ! and ever flourish. 
When I shall dwell with worms, and my poor name 
Banish'd the kingdom ! — Patience, is that letter, 
I caused you write, yet sent away ? 

Pat, No, madam. {Presents the Letter, 

Kath. Sir, I most humbly pray you to deliver 
This to my lord the king. 

Cap, Most willing, madam. 

Kath, In which 1 have commended to his goodness 
The model of our chaste loves, his young daughter ;^ 
The dews of heaven fall thick in blessings on her! — 
Beseeching him to give her virtuous breeding ; 
And a little 

To love her for her mother*s sake, that loved him. 
Heaven knows how dearly. My next poor petition 
Is, that his noble grace would have some pity 
Upon my wretched women, that so long 
Have followed both my fortunes faith^fuUy ; 
The last is, for my men ; — they are the poorest, 
But poverty could never draw them from me : — 
And, good my lord. 

By that you love the dearest in this world. 
As you wish Christian peace to souls departed, 
Stand these poor people's friend, and urge the king 
To do me this last right. 

Cap. By Heaven, I will. 

Kath, I thank you, honest lord. — Remember me 
In all humility unto his highness 5 
Say, his long trouble now is passing 
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Oat of this world : tell him, in death I blessed him, 
Fof^so I will- — ^Mine eyes grow dim. — ^Farewell, 
My lord. [Capucius kneels, and kisses her Hand, 
When I am dead 

JLet me be used with honour 3 strew me over 
With maiden flowers, that all the world may know 
I was a chaste wife to my grave ! — 
Although unqueen*d, inter me like a queen, 
And pay respect to that which I have been. 

^Exeunt, leading Katharine. 



ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCENE I. 



A Gallery in the Palace, 

Enter the Kino an^f Suffolk. 

Khug. Charles, I will play no more to-night ; 
My mind's not onH, you are too hard for me. 

Suf^ Sir, I did never win of you before. 

King, But little, Charles 5 
Nor shall nbt, when my fancy's on my play.— 

Enter Lovel. 

Now, Lovel, from the queen, what is the news ^ 

Lov, I could not personally deliver to her 
What you commanded me, but by her woman 
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I sent your message, who retura*d her thanks 
In the greatest humbleness, and detuned ^nmr high- 
ness 
Most heartily to pray for her. 

King* What suy*st thou? ha! 
To pray for her ! what, is she crying out ? 
Lfw. So said her woman. 

Kin^» Alas, good lady ! 

Stif. Heaven safely quit her of her burden, and 
\yith gentle travail » to the gladding of 
Your highness with an heir ! 

Kiitg, *Tis midnight, Charles ; 
*Pr*ythee to bed ; and in thy prayers remember 
The estate of my poor queen. Leave me alone ; 
For I must think of that, which company 
Would not be friendly to. 

Suf, I wish your highness 
A quiet night $ and my good mistress will 
Remember in my prayers. 

King. Charles, good nrght. [£LnV Sw^folk. 

Lov. Sir, I have brought my lord the archbishop, 
As you commanded me. 

King. Ha! Canterbury? 

Lov, Ay, my good lord. 

King, 'Tis true : where is he, Lovel ? 

Lov. He attends your highness' pleasure. 

King. Bring him to us. [^Exit Lovel. 

Enter Lovel and Archbishop Cranmer. 

King, Avoid the gallery.— 

[]LovEL seeming to stay. 

Ha! — I have said. — Begone. 
What !— 

Cran, I am fearful : — Wherefore frowns he thus ? 
'Tis his aspect of terror. All's not well. 

King. How now, my lord ? You do desire to 
know 
Wherefore I sent for you ? 
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Cran. It is my duty [Kneek. 

To attend your highness* pleasure. 

King, Tray you* arise, 
My good and gracious lord of Canterbury. 
Come, you and I must have some talk together. 
Ah, my good lord^ I grieve at what I speak. 
And am right sorry to repeat what follows : 
I have, and most uflwillingly,>of late 
Heard many grievous, 1 do say, my lord. 
Grievous cotinplaints of you; which, being eonsider*d, 
Have moved us and our council^ that you shall 
This morning come before us $ where, I know. 
You caniK)t with such freedom purge yourself. 
But that, till further trial, you must take 
Your patience to you, and be well contented 
To make your house our Tower; You a brother of 

us, 
It fits we thus proceed, or else no witness ; 
Would come against you. 

Cran, I humbly thank your highhess ; \^Kneeh 
And am right glad to catch this good occasion 
Most thoroughly to be winnow'd, where my chaff 
And corn shall fly asunder. 

King. Stand up, good Canterbury ; 
Thy truth, and thy integrity, is rooted 
In us, thy friend : Give me thy hand, stand up. — 
Now, by my holy-dame. 

What manner of man are you > My lord, I looked 
You would have given me your petition, that 
I should have ta'en some pains to bring together 
Yourself and your accusers 5 and to have heard you, 
Without indurance, further. 

Cran. Most dread liege. 
The good I stand on is my truth and honesty ; 
If they shall fail, I, with mine enemies. 
Will triumph o*er my person ; which I weigh not 
Being of those virtues vacant 

King, Be of good cheer ; 
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They shall no more prevail, than we give way to. 

Keep comfort to you ; and this morning see 

You do appear before them : if they shall chance, 

In charging you with matters, to commit you^ 

The best persuasions to the contrary 

Fail not to use ; 

If entreaties 

Will render you no remedy^ this ring 

Deliver them, and your appeal to us 

There make before them. ^Look^ the good man 

weeps! 
He's honest, on mine honour ! and a soul 
None better in my kingdom.—- Get you gone. 
And do as I have bid you. — [£xtV Cranmer. 

He has strangled 
His language in his tears. 

[LovEL and Lady Denny, tvithout^ 

Lov. Come back ; what mean you } 
L. Den, I'll not come back; the tidings that I 
bring 
Will make my boldness manners. — 

Enter Lady Denny* 

Now, good angels 

Fly o*er thy royal head. — 

King, Now, by thy looks, 
I guess thy message. Is the queen deliver*d ? 
Say, ay 5 and of a boy. 

L. Den. Ay, ay, my liege ; 
And of a lovely boy : Angels of heaven 
Both now and ever bless her ! — *tis a girl. 
Promises boys hereafter. Sir, your queen 
Desires your visitation, and to be 
Acquainted with this stranger^ *tis as like you 
As cherry is to cherry.. 

King, Lovel, — 
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Enter Lovel. 
Lnv, Sir. 

King, Give her a hundred marks. 1*11 to the queen. 

[Exit Uie King. 
L. Den, A hundred marks ! by this light, I'll have 
more : 
An ordinary groom is for such payment. 
1 will have more, or scold it out of him. 
Said I, for this, the girl was like to him ? 
I will have more, or else unsay't -, and now. 
While it is hot, I'll put it to the issue. ^Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 

Before the Council Chamber, 

Enter Cranmeb. 

Cran. 1 hope, I am not too late -, and yet the gen- 
tleman. 
That was sent to roe from the council, pray'd me 
To make great haste. — ^AU fast } what means this ? — 

Hoa! 
Who waits there } — 

Entef the Keeper of the Council Chamber. 

Sure, you know me ? 

Keep, Yes, my lord ; 
Uut yet I cannot help you. 

Enter Guildford behind. 

Cran, Why? 

Keep, Your grace must wait till you be call'd for. 
Cran^ So. — 

Guild. This is a piece of malice. I am glad, 

F 2 
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I came this way so happily. The king 

Shall understand it presently. £Exit Guii<oford. 

Cran, It is 
Sir Henry Guildford : As he pass'd along. 
How earnestly he cast his eyes upon me ! 
Tray Heaven, he sound not my disgrace! For certain, 
This is of purpose laid, by some that hate me. 
To quench mine honour: they would shame to make 

me 
Wait else at door : a fellow-counsellor, 
Among boys, grooms, and lackeys. Butlheir plea- 
sures 
Must be folfill'd, and I attend with patience. 

[^Exit Cranmbr. 

SCENE III. 

The Council Chamber* 

* 

The King's Chair, raised, in the Centre, — the LoRp 
Chancellor at the upper End of the Table on the 
left Hand, — a Seat le/l void on the right, as for the 
Archbishop of Canterbury, — Norfolk, Suf- 
folk, Surrey, Chamberlain, Gardiner, Lo- 
vel, in order on each Side,'^and Cromwell at 
the Table, as Secretary, — discovered. 

Gard, Speak to the business, master secretary : 
Why are we met in council ? 

Crom. Please your honours, 
The chief cause concerns his grace of Canterbury^ 

Gard. Has he had knowledge of it ? 

Crom. Yes. 

Nor, Who waits there ? 

Enter the Keeper. 

Keep. Without, my noble lords ? 
Gard. Yes. 
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Keep. My lord archbishop ; 
And has done half an houo to kno^^your pleasures. 
Nor, Let him come in. 
Keep. Your grace may enter now. [ExtV Kbbper. 

Enter Cranmbr. 

Nor. My good lord archbishop, I an> very sorry 
To sit here at this present^ and behold 
That chair stand empty. 
You've misdemeah'd yourself, and not a little. 
Toward the king firsts then his laws, in fiMing 
The whole realm 
With new opinions, 

Divers^ and dangerous : which are heresies. 
And, not reform'd, may prove pernicious. 

Gard. Which reformation must be sudden too. 
My noble lords ; for those that tame wild horses. 
Face them not in their hands, to make them gentle. 
But stop their mouths with stubborn bits, and spur 

them 
Till they obey the manage. 

Cran. My good lords, hitherto, in all the progress 
Both of my life and office^ I have laboured, 
And with no little study, that my teaching. 
And the strong coarse of my authority, 
Might go one way, and safely -, and the end 
Was ever to do well. 

'Pray Heaven, the king may^ever find a heart 
With less allegiance in't ! 
'Beseech your lonlships. 
That in this case of justice, my accusers. 
Be what they will, may stand forth face to face. 
And freely urge against me. 

5i(f. Nay, my lord. 
That cannot be ; you are a counsellor. 
And, by that virtue, no man dare accuse you. 

Gard. My lord, because we have business of more 
moment, 
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We will be short wit)i you. 'Tis his highness' plea- 
sure^ 
And our consent^ for better trial of you. 
From hence you be committed to the Tower; 
Where, being but a private man again, 
You shall know, many dare accuse you boldly. 
Mora than, I fear, you are provided for. 

Cran, Ah^ my good lord of Winchester, I thank 
you, 
You are always my good friend : if your will pass^ 
I shall both find your lordship judge and juror. 
You are so merciful : I see your end, 
Tis my undoing : Love and meekness, lord. 
Become a churchman better than ambition ; 
Win straying souls with modesty again^ 
Cast none away. That I shall clear myself. 
Lay all the weight ye can upon my patience, 
I make as little doubt, as you do conscience - 
In doing daily wrongs. I could say more. 
But reverence to your calling makes me modest 

Gard. My lord, my lord, you are a sectary. 
That's the plain truth ; your painted glass discovers, 
To men that understand you, words and weakness. 

Crcm. My lord of Winchester, you are a little. 
By your good favour, too sharp 5 men so noble. 
However faulty, yet should find respect 
For that they have been : *tis a cruelty, 
To load a falling muf], 

Gard, Good master secretary, 
I cry your honour mercy 3 you may, worst 
Of all this table, say so. 

Crom. Why, my lord ? 

Gard, Do not I know you for a favourer 
Of this new sect ? ye are not sound. 

*Crom. Not sound ? 

Gard. Not sound, I say. 

Crom, 'Would you were half so honest ! 
Men's prayers then would seek you, not their fears. 
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Gard. I shall remember this bold language. 

Crom. Do: 
Remember your bold life too. 

Cham. This is too much : 
Forbear^ for shame, my lords. 

Gard. I have done. 

Crom, And I. 

Gard. Then thus for you, my lord,— it stands 
agreed^ 
I take it,, by all voices^ that forthwith 
You be conveyed to the Tower a prisoner ; 
There to remain, till the king's further pleasure 
Be known unto us : Are you all agreed, lords ? 

AIL We are. 

Cran, Is there no other way of mercy. 
But I must needs to the Tower, my lords ? 

Gard. What other 
- Would you expect ? You're strangely troublesome : 
Let some o^ the guard be ready there. [Bises. 

Enter ^il^ Keeper of the. Council Chamber. 

Cran. For me ? 
Must I go like a traitor thither? 

Gard. Receive him. 
And see him safe i* the Tower, 

Cran. Stay, good my lord, 
I have a little yet to say. [Exit the Keeper. 

• Look there, my lords: — 

{They all rise, and look at the Ring. 
By virtue of that ring, I take my cause 
Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it 
To a most noble judge, the king, my master. 

Gard, Is it the king's ring ? 

Suf. 'Tis no counterfeit. 

Sur, 'Tis the right ring, by Heaven : I told ye all. 
When we first put this dangerous stone a rolling, 
'Twould fall upon ourselves. 

Nor, Do you think, my lords, 
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The kiug will suffer but the little finger 
Of this man to be vex'd ? 

Cham *Tis now too certain : 
How much more is his life in value with bim ! 
Would I were fairly out on't ! 

Enter ikeKiUGyfrotvning on them; when he iakt% his 

Seatf they all ait, 

Gard, [RisesJ] Dread sovereign, how amch are we 
bound to Heaven^ 
In daily thanks, that gave us such a prince ; 
Not only good and wise, but most religious r 
One that, in all obedienoe, makes the chur(^h 
The. chief aim of his honour -, and to strengthen 
That holy duty, out of dear respeeti 
His royal self in ju(%mept comes to hear - 
The cause betwixt her and this great offender. [Siis. 

King. You were ever good at sudden commendli- 
tions^ 
Bishop of Winchester. But know, I come not 
To hear such flatteries now. Good man, sit down : — 
Sit down, I say. — ^Now let me see the proud^t 
He, that dares most, but ivag his finger at thee : 
By all that's holy, he had better starve. 
Than but once think this place becomies thee not. 

Gard, ^RisesJ] May it please your grace,-— 

King. No, sir, it does not please me. — 

[Gardiver His. 
I*d thought, Vd had men of some understanding 
And wisdom of my council, but I find none. 
Was it discretion, lords, to let this man, 
This good man, (few of you deserve that title,) 
This honest man, wait like a lousy foot-boy 
At chamber door ? and one as great as you are ? 
Why, what a shame was this J Did my commission 
Bid ye so far forget yourselves ? I gave ye 
Power, as he was a counsellor, to try him. 
Not as a groom : There's some of ye, I see. 
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More out of malice than integrity. 

Would try- him to the utmost, had ye means ; 

Which ye shall never have, while 1 live. 

Nor, My most dread sovereign, may it liite your 
grace 
To let, my tongue excuse all. What was purposed. 
Concerning his imprisonment, was rather 
{If there be faith in men,) meant for his trial, 
And fair purgation to the world, than malice ; 
1 am sure, in me. 

King. Well, well, my lords, respect him ; 
Take him, and use him well ; he*s worthy of it. 
Make me no more ado, but all embrace him $ 
Be friends, for shame, my lords ! — 

. - iThei/ emhract Cranmer, 

My Lord of Canterbury, 
I have a suit which you must not deny me : 
There is a fair young maid, that yet wants baptism $ 
You must be godfather> and answer for her. 

Cran, The greatest monarch now alive may glory 
In »uch an honour : How may I deserve it. 
That am a poor antl humble subject to you ? 

King. Come, come, my lord, you*d spare your 
spoons : you shall have 
Two noble partners with yoU ; the old Duchess of 

Norfolk, 
And Lady Marquis Dorset: Will these please you ? — 
Once more, my lord of Winchester, I charge you, 
Embrace and love this man. 
Gard. With a true heart, 
And brother's love, I do iU [Embraces Cranmer. 

Cran, And let Heaven 
Witness, how dear I hold this confirmation. 
/ King, Good man, those joyful tears show thy true 

heart. 
The common voice, I sec, is verified 
Of thee, which says thus, Do my Lord i)f Canterbury 
A shrewd turn, and Ae's your ^iendjbr ever,-^ 
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Come^ lords^ we trifle time away ; I long 
To have this young one made a Christian. 
As I have made ye one^ lords^ one remain ; 
So I grow stronger^ you more honour gain. . 

[^Exeunt, \ 

SCENE IV. 



The Palace Yard. 



THE PROCESSION TO THE CHRISTENING. 



V 



Flourish qf Drums and Trumpets, 

Enter, 

A Herald. 
Two Guards. 

So. y^ratvn Swords, 

Ditto. 
Two Trumpets, 

Two ditto. \ Plam 
Two Drums, C 

Two ditto. 
Two Gentlemen. 

Ditto. 

Two Aldermen, 

Lord Mai/or, 

Two Gentlemen, 

Ditto. 

Two Judges, 

Ditto. 

Ditto. 

Sergeant at Arms, with Mace — Sword-bearer — Sword 

of State. 
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Mtorney General, . 

Solicitor General* 

Cromwell. 

Tvoo Pnests\ mth Silver Crosses, 

Gardiner. 

7\vd Bishops. 

■ Ditto, 

Ditto, 

[^Grand Anthem sung. 
[Flourish of Drums and Trumpets.- 

[^Cannon. 
Lord Chamberlain. 
The King and Cranmer. 
Capucius. 
Sir H. Guildford, carrying a Golden Botul and 

Cover, 

Sir Thomas Lovel, with a lighted Taper, 

£arl of Surrey, carrying a Silver Salver ^vdih Salt. 

Duke OF Norfolk — Marshal's Staff, 

Duke of Suffolk, High Steward — The Wand. 

[Flutes play. 
Lady Denny. 
Tvao Ladies. 

Ditto. 

Two Girls,! 

DittOy > Strewing Flovoers. 

Ditto, 3 

The Canopy, supported. 

Duchess of Norfolk and the Princess. 

Tvoo Pages, hearing the Duchesses Train, 

Lady Mary of Norfolk, hearing the Chrysome. 

Ikioo Ladies. 
Ditto. 
Two Gentlemen, 
. Ditto. 

VDrums and Trumpets. 
A Herald. 
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Tw) Trumpets. 

Ttvo Ditto. 

Tfjoo Drums. 

Two Ditto. 

Tvoo Guards. 

Ditto. 

Ditto. 

Ditto. 

[^Drums, Trumpets and Wind Instruments. 



SCENE V. 

The Palace. 

Flourish of Drums and Trumpets, 

The King and all the Court discovered. 

Cran. [^Kneeling."] Now to your rojal grace^ and 
the good queen. 
My noble partners, and myself, thus pray :— . 
All comfort, joy, in this most gracious lady^ 
Heaven ever laid up to make parents happy^ 
May hourly fall upon ye ! 

King. Thank you, good lord archbishop : 
What is her name ? 
Cran. Elizabeth. 
King. Stand up, lord. — • 

ll^he King takes the Ckildf and kisses her. 
With this kiss take my blessing) Heaven protect 

thee; 
Into whose hand I give thy life. 

[Returns the Child to the Duchess of Norfolk. 
Cran, Amen, 

King, My noble gossips, ye have been too prodigal : 
I thank ye heartily ; so shall this lady. 
When she has so much English. 
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Cran. Let me speak, sir i 
For Heaven now bids me ; and the words I utter 
Let none think flattery, for they'll find them truth. 
This royal infant, (Heaven still move about her!) 
Though in her cradle, yet now promises 
Upon this land, a thousand, thousand blessings. 
Which time shall bring to ripeness : She shall be 
A pattern to all princes living with her, 
And all that shall succeed. 
Truth shall nurse her. 

Holy and heavenly thoughts still counsel her : 
She shall be loved, and fear'd : Her own shall bless 

her ; 
Her foes shake like a field of beaten com, 
Apd hang their heads with sorrow : 
Our children's children 
Shall see this, and bless Heaven. 

King, Thou speakest wonders. 

Cran. She shall be, to the happiness of England, 
An aged princess ; many days shall see her, 
And yet no day without a deed to crown it. 
'Would I had known no more ! but she must die. 
She must, the saints must have her ; yet a virgin, 
A most unspotted lily, shall she pass 
To the ground, and aU the world shall mourn her. 

King, O lord archbishop. 
This oracle of comfort has so pleased me. 
That, when I am in heaven, 1 shall desire 
To see what this child does. — I thank you all.— 
Lead the way, lords 5 — 

Ye must all see the queen, and she must thank you, 
She will be sick else. This day, no man think 
He has business at his house ; for all shall stay ; 
This little one shall make it holiday. 

Flourish of Trumpets and Drum* — [Exeunt. 

THE END, 
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